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PROLOGU E. 


S Countrey Squire, who yet-had never known 
The long expefted joy of being in Town ;, | 
Whoſe careful Parents ſcarce permitted Heir | 
To Ride from Home, unleſs to neighbouring Fair : 
At laſt by happy Chance is hither led 
To purchaſe Clap with loſs of Maidenhead 
Turns wondrous Gay, bedizen'd to Exceſs, 
Till he is all Burleſque in Mode and Dreſs : 
| Learns to talk ſoud in Pit, grows wily too, 
That is to ſay, makes mighty noiſe, and ſhow. 
So a young Poet who. had never been 
'Dabling beyond the height of Ballading ; 
Who, im his brick Eſſays, durſt nere excel 
| The lucky flight of Rhiming Dogerel, 
\. Sets up with this ſuſficient Stock, on Stage, 
+ Hind has, perchance, the Iuck to pleaſe the Age; 
He draws you in, like cozening Citizen, 
| Cares not how bad the Ware, if Shop be fine. 
As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more 
_ © ( The ona dull diſeasd ill-fawour'd Whore ) 
Than prettier Frugal, tho on Holy-day, . . 
When every City Spark has leave to Play, c 
-  ----Damn Her,ſhe muſt be Sound, ſhe is ſo Gay.2. 
- So let the Scenes be fine, youll ne're inquire 
For Sence, but bfty flights in nimble Wire. 
====Hhat we preſent to Day 1s none of theſe; 
But we coud wiſh it were, for we wou'd pleaſes 
And that you'l ſwear we hardly meant to do: 
Yet here's no Sence ; Poxon't, but here's no Show 3 
But a plain Story, that will give a taſte - 
Of what your Grandfrres loud i th Age that's paſt, = { 
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A "_— Knight , delign'd to Marry CG. 


linda. 
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Neece to the Lord Plotwel!, 
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ACGT-I SCENE EL The Street. 


Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham and Sharp. 
Sir Tim. : Ereabouts is the Houſe wherein dwells the Miſtriſs of my 


Gn ——_—_—_— 


Heart ; for ſhe has Money, Boys, mind me, Money in abun- 
dance, or ſhe were not for me------ the Wench her {elf is 
good natur'd, and Inclin'd to be civil ; bur a Pox on't------She has a Brother, a 
conceited Fellow, whom the world miſtakes for a fine Gentleman; for he has 
Travell'd, talks Languages, bows with a hoze meine, and the reſt, but by For- 
tune. he ſhall entertain you with nothing but words----- : 
Sham. Nothing elle ? 
Sir Tim. No----- He's no Country Squire Gentlemen, will not Game, Whore ; 
nay, in my Conſcience, you will _ get your ſelves Drunk in bis Com- 
pany He Treats A-la-mode, half Wine, halt Water, and the reſt But 
to the buſineſs, this Fellow loves his Siſter dearly. and will not truſt her in this 
lewd Town, as he calls it, without him, and hither he has brought her*to 
marry me. 
Sham. A Pox upon him for his pains 
Sir Tim. So ſay I---- But my Comfort is, I ſhall be as weary of her, as the 
beſt Husband of *em all. But there's Conveniency in it ; befides, the Match be- 
ing asgood as made up by the old Folks in the Countrey, I muſt ſubmit 
The Wench I never ſaw yet, but they ſay ſhe's handſom---- But no matter for 
that, there's Money, my Boys ! | 
Sharp. Well Sir, we will follow you but as dolefully as People do their 
Friends to the Grave, from whence they're never to return, at leaſt not ths 
{me Subſtance, the thin aiery Viſion of a braye Good Fellow, we may ke thes 
hereafter, bur that's the moſt. 
Sir 1m, Your Pardor,, ſweet Sharp, = whole Deſign in it is to be Maſter 
O 
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of my ſelf, and with part-of her Portion to ſer up-my Miſs, Bet!y Flumir, 
hich, by the way, is the main end of my Marrying, the reſt you'll have your 
ſhares of- Now I am forc'd ta take you up Suits at techie Prizes, have 
damn'd Wine and Meat put upon us, "cauſe the Reckoning is to be Book'd : 
But ready Money, ye Rogues ! What Charms it has ! Makes the Waiters flie 
Boys, and the Maſter with Cap in hand----- excuſe what's amiſs, Gentlemen----- 
Your Worſhip ſhall command the beſt---- and the reſt----- How briskly the Box 
and Dice dance, and the ready Money ſubmits to the lucky Gameſter, and the 
gay Wench conſults with every Beauty to make her ſelt agreeable to the Man 
with ready Money. In fine, dear Rogues! All things are ſacrihic'd to it's Pow'r ; 
and no Mortal conceives the Joy of, Argent Content. Tis this pow'rful God 
that makes me ſubmit to the Deyil Matrimony ; and then thou art aflur'd of 
me, my ſtout Lads of brisk Debauch. 

Sham. And is it poſſible you can be ty'd up to a Wite ?. Whilſt here in Loy- 
don, and free, you have the whole World-to range in, and like a wanton Hei- 
fer, eat of every Paſture. 
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Sir Tim. Why, doſt think [11 be confin'd to my own dull Fncloſure ? No, 


I had rather feed coarlly upon the boundleſs Common ; perhaps two or three 
days I may be in Love, and remain conſtant, bur that's the.mot. 
ng And in three Weeks, ſhould you Wed a Cinthia, you'd be a Monſter. 
S17r 
Monſter is only fo from its Rarity, and a Cuckold is no ſuch ſtrange thing in 
_ our Age. OB 
Enter Bellmour and Friendlove. 
But who comes here ? 
Bellmour ! Ah my little dear Rogue ! How doſt thou ! 
------. Ned Friendlove too | Dear Lad, how doſt thou too ? 
Why welcome to Town i'faith, and Pm glad to ſee you both. 
Friend. Sir Tim. Tawdrey !------ 
Sr 1m. The ſame, by Fortune, dear Ned : And how, and how Man, how 
©0 matters ? 
Friend. Between who, Sir ? 
Sir I:m. Why any body, Man: But by Fortune, Pm overjoy'd to meet thee: 
But where doſt think I was going ? 
Friend. Is't poſhble one ſhou'd divine ? 
Sir [im. Ist poſſible you ſhou'd not, and meet me ſo near your Siſter's 


Lodgings? Faith I was coming to pay my Reſpe&ts and Services, and the reſt------ 


Thou” know'ſt my meaning------- The old buſineſs of the Silver World, Ned, 
by Fortune it's a mad Age we live in, Ned, and here be ſo many ——wick- 
ed Rogues, about this damn'd lewd Town, that, *Faith, I am fain to ſpeak, in 
me vulgar modiſh ſtile, in my own defence, and rally Matrimony, and the 
reſt. 
Friend. Matrimpny ! I hope you are ſo exaQly refin'd a Man of the 
Town, that you will not offer once to think of ſo dulla thing; let that alone 
for ſuch cold Complexions as Be/lmour here, and I, that have not attain'd to 
that moſt excellent faculty of keeping yer, as you, Sir Timothy, have done, 
'- much to your glory, I afſure you. | 


Sir Jim 


7m. What, thou meaneſt a Cuckold, I warrant ? God help thee! Bura . 


SS TIMOTHY TAWDREY. 

Sir Tim. Who I, Sir? You do me much Honour : I muſt confeſs I do not 
find the ſofter Sex cruel ; I am received as well as another Man of my Parts. 

Friend. Of your Money, you mean, Sir. | 

Sir Tim. Why Faith Ned, thou art 1th” right; I love to buy my pleaſure; 
for, by Fortune, there's as much pleaſure in Vanity and Variety, as any Sins I 
know ; What thinK'ſt thou Ned * 

Friend. 1 am not of your mind, I love to love upon the ſquare ; and that 
I may be ſure not-to. be cheated with talte Ware, I preſent *em nothing but my 
heart. | 
Sir Tim. Yes, and have the Conſolation, of ſeeing your frugal Huſivifery 
Miſs fit in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scart and Night-gown, for want of 
Points, and Garniture. 

Friend. If ſhe be clean, and pretty, and dreſt in Love, I can excuſe the reſt, 
and ſo will ſhe. 


the other laughs, and cryes------- I------- Rot her-------- And tells-his Story too, 
and confludes with, who manages the Gilt now ?- Why Faith ſome diſmal Cox- 
comb or other, you may beſure, replies the firſt; But Ned, theſe are Rogues, 
and Raſcals, that value no Mans Reputation, becauſe they deſpiſe their own; 
But Faith, I have laid afide all theſe Vanities, nowT have thought of Matrimo- 
ny ; but I deſire my Reformation-may be a ſecret, becauſe, as you know, for 
a Man of my Addreſs, anTthe reſt-------------- 'Tis not altogether ſo Jantee. 

Friend. Sir, I affure you, it ſhall be ſo great a Secret for me, that I will ne- 
yer ask you who the happy Woman is, that's choſen for. this great work of 
your Converſion. 

Sir Tim. Ask me ! No, you need not, becauſe you know already. 
_ Friend. Who]? I proteſt Sir 17morby 

Sir Tim. No Swearing, dear Ned, for 'tis not ſuch a Secret, but I will 
truſt my Intimates ; theſe are my Friends, Ned; pray know them This 
Mr. Sham, and this-------- by tortune, a very honeſt Fellow | Bows zo *em. | Mr. 


Sharp, and tay be truſted with a bus'nels that concerns you as well as me. 


Friend. Me ? What doyou mean, Sir T1:morby? 

Sir I'm. Why Sir, you know what I mean. 

Friend. Not I, Sir. : 

Sir 11m. What, not that] am to marry your Siſter Cel/;nda? 

Friend. Not at all. 

Be/l, Othis unſufterable Sott ! | [ A/ide. 
B 2 —_ Preend. 
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Friend. My Siſter, Sir, 1s very nice. | : 

Sir Tim. That's all one, Sir, the old-People have adjuſted the matter, and 
they are the moſt proper tor a Negotiation of that kind, which ſaves us the 
trouble of a tedious _—_ | 

Friend. That the old People have agreed the matter, is more than T know. 

Sir Tim. Why Lord Sir, will you perſuade me to that ? Don't you know that 

our Father (according to the method in ſuch caſes, being certain of my 

Eſtate) came to me thus----- Sir T:motby Tawdrey!------ You are a young Geatle- 
man, anda Knight, I knew your Father well, and my right worſhiptul Neigh- 
bor, our Eſtates lie together, therefore Sir, I have a defire to have a near Re- 
lation with you----- At which, I interrupted him, and cry'd------- Oh Lord Sir ! 
I yow to Fortune, you do me the the greateſt Honor Sir, and the reſt----------- 

Bell. ] can endure no more ; he marry fair Ce/rnda ! 

Friend. Prethee let him alone. | [ A/rde. 

Sir Tim. To which heanſwer'd——1 have a good Fortune——Have but my 
Son Ned, and this Girl, call'd Ce/2da, whom I will make a Fortune, ſutable 
to yours; your honoured Mother, the Lady Tawdrey,-and I, have as good as 
concluded the Match already. To which I (who, tho' I fay it, am well enough 
bred for a Knight) anſwer'd the Civility thus-———lIvow to Fortune Sir I 
did not ſwear but cry'd [ proteſt Sir, Ce/nda, deſerves—— no, no, I lye 
again, *twas merits I, Celinda merits a much better Husband than I. 

Friend. You ſpeak more truth than you are aware of. [ A/ide.. 
Well, Sir, FI bring you to my Siſter, and if ſhe likes you, as well as my Father 
does, ſhe's yours ; otherwiſe, I have ſo much tenderneſs for her, as to kave 
her choice tree. 

Sir Tim. Oh, Sir, you Compliment. Alons, Entrons. [ Exeunt. 


S c ENE I. A Chamber. 


Enter Celinda, and Nurſe. 

Cel. T wonder my Brother ſtays ſo long ; ſure Mr. Be/tnonur is not yet ar- 
riv'd, yet he ſent us word he would be here to day. Lord how impatient 1 
grow ! | 
wi "ur: Ay, fo methrinks; if T had the hopes of enjoying ſo ſweet a Gentleman 
as Mr. Be!/mour, T ſhou'd be ſo too — But I am paſt it Well, I have 
had my pantings, and heavings, my impatience, and qualms, my heats, and 
my colds, and my I know not whats But I thank,my ſtars, I haye done 
with all thoſe Fooleries. | | 


Cel, Fooleries ! | 
is there any thing in thisLife but Love ? 
Wowdlit thou praiſe Heaven for thy Being, 
Without that grateful part of it ? | 
For I confeſs I Love. : | 

Nur. You need not, your fighs, anddaily (nay, and nightly too) diſorders, 
plainly enough betray the truth. 

Cel. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if it were a Sin? 


But if it be ſo, you your ſlfhelp'd to make me wicked. g 
| : or 
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For ere I ſaw Mr. Be/{mour, you ſpoke the kindeſt things of him, 
As would have mov'd the dulleſt Maid to Love, : 
And ere I ſaw him, I was quite undone. 
Nur. Quite undone ! Now God forbid it : What, for Loving ? 
You ſaid but now there was no life without it. 
Cel. But fince my Brother came from Iraly, 
And broughtyoung Be/lmorr to our houſe, 
How very little thou hadſt {aid of him ; 
How much above thy praiſe, I found the Youth ? 
Nur. Very pretty ! Yon are grown a notable Proficient in Love=—— And 
you are reſolv'd (it he pleaſe) to Marry him, | 
Cc1. Or I mult dye. | 
Nr. 1, but you know the Lord Plorzvel! has the poſſeſſion of alt his Eſtate, 


and if he Marry without his liking, has power to take a way all his Fortune, 


and then 1 think it were not ſo good Marrying him. 

Cel. Not Marrying him ? Oh, canſt thou think ſo poorly of me ? 
Yes, I wou'd Marry him, tho* our ſcanty Fortune 
Cou'd onely purchale us 
A loanly Cottage, in ſome ſilent place, 

All cover'd o're with Thatch, 
Defended from the Outrages of Storms 
By leafleſs Trees, in Winter ; and from Heat, 
With Shades, which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew, 
Under whoſe Covert we'd feed our gentle Flock, 
That ſhou'd in gratitude repay us Food, 
And mean and. humble Cloarhing. 
Nur. Very tine ! 
Cel. There we wou'd prattiſe ſuch degrees of Love, 
- Such laſting, innocent, unheard of Joyes, 
As all the buſtie World ſhould wonder at, 
- And, amidiſt all their Glories, find none ſuch. 

Nur. Good lack ! how prettily. Love teaches his Scholars to prattle ?——— 
But hear ye, fair Mrs. Ce/zda, you have forgot to what end and purpoſe you 
came to Town, not to Marry Mr. Be//mour. as I take it but Sir Timo- 
tby Tawdrey, that Spark of Men. 

Cel. Oh name him not Let me not in one moment 
Deſcend from Heaven to Hell 
How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 

Nur. Faith, Miſtriſs, I took pity of thee, I faw you ſo elevated with thoughts 
of Mr. Be//mour, 1 tound it neceilary to take. you down a degree lower, 

Cel. Why did not Heayen make all Men like to Be/lmoyr £ 
So ſtrangely ſweet and charming ! _ | 

Nur. Marry come up, you ſpeak for your ſelf; 

Oh intolerable loving Creature ! 
But here comes the utmoſt of your Wiſhes. 
Ce/, My Brother, and Be/{mowr ! with ſtrange Men | 


Po ' 
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Enter Friendlove, Bellmour, $7 Timothy, Sham, and Sharp. 

Friend. Siſter, T've brought you here a Lover, this is the wortfy perſon you 
have heard of, Sir Timothy Tawarey. 

Sir Tim. Yes, faith Madam, I am Sir 'I:morby Tawdyey, at your ſervice-----.- 
Pray are not you Mrs. Ce/lnde Dreſswell ® | 

Cel. The ſame, but cannot return your Compliment. 

Sir Tim. OhLord, oh Lord, not return a Compliment. Faith, Ned, thy Si- 
ſter's quite ſpoil'd, for want of Town Education, *tis pity, tor ſhe's Devilith 

retty. 
i Briond She's modeſt, Sir, before Company ; thereſore theſe Gentlemen and 
[ will withdraw into the next Room. | 

Cel. Inhumane Brother ! Will you leave me alone with this Sott ? 

Friend. Yes, and if you would be rid of the trouble of him, be not coy, nor 
witty ; two things he hates. 

Bell. *Sdeath ! Muſt ſhe be blown upon by that Fool ? | 

Friend. Patience, dear Frank, a little while. [ Exeunt Friendl. Bell. 

Sham ard Sharp. 

[ S:7 Timothy walks about the Room, expecting when Celinda /howrld ſpent. 

Cel. Oh dear Nurſe, what ſhall I do ? 

Nur. 1 that ever help you at a dead Lift, will not fail you now. 

Sir Tim. What a Pox, not a word ? 

Cel. Sure this Fellow believes F1l begin. 

Sir Tm, Not yet ſure ſhe has ſpoke her laſt—— 

Nur. The Gentleman's good naturd, and has took pity on you, and will 

not trouble you, I think. 

Sir Tim, Hey day. here's Wooing indeed 
This ſome would call anexcellent quality in herSex 
like it Well, I ſee I muſtbreak filence at laſt Madam not 
anſwer me——ſhaw, this is meer ill breeding——by Fortune itcan be 
nothing elſe—— Oh my Conſcience, if 1 ſhould kiſs her, ſhe would not bid 
me ſtand oft——T1l try- | 

Nur. Hold, Sir, you miſtake your Mark. 

Sir Tim, So I ſhould, if I were to look in thy mouldy Chaps, good Ma- 
tron Can your Lady ſpeak ? Nur. Try, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Which way ? - Nur.” Why ſpeak to her firſt. 

Sir Tim. 1 never knew a Woman want a Cue for that ; but all that I have 
met with, were ſtill before-hand with me, in tittle tattle. 

Nur. Likely thoſe you have met with may, but this is no ſuch Creature, Sir. 

Sr Tim. 1 muſt confeſs, I am unus'd to this kind of Dialogue; : 
'And I am an Afs, if I know whar to ſay to ſuch a Creature. 

But come, will you anſwer me to one Queſtion ? 
* Cel, If I can, Sir. 

Sir Tim. But firſt I ſhould ask you if you can ſpeak ? 
For that's a Queſtion too. 

Cel. And if I cannot, how will you be anſwer'd ? 

Sir Tm. Faith that's right ? why then you muſt do't by ſigns, 

Ce/, But grant I can ſpeak, what is't you'll ask me? 


Will ſhenever begin trow---- 
Buta Pox on't, I do not 


Sir Tim. 
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| Sir Tim: Can you Love ? | | 

Cel. Oh yes, dir, many things; I love my Meat, I love abundance of Ado- 
rers, I leve choice of new Cloaths, new Plays, and, like a right Woman, I 
love to have my Will. 

Sir Tim. Spoke like a well-bred perſon, by Fortune: I ſee there's hopes of 
thee, Ce/inda ; thou wilt in time learn to make a very faſhionable Wite, having 
ſo much Beauty too. I ſee Attratts, and Allurements, wanton Eyes, the lan- 

iſhing turn of the Head, and all thar invites to Temptation. 

Cel. Would that pleaſe you in a Wite ? 

Sir Tim. Pleaſe me! Why, Madam, what do you take me to be ? a Sott ?---.- 
a Fool ? or a dull I:a/ar, of rhe humour of vour Brother ? No, 
no, I can aſſure you, ſhe that Marries me, ſhall have Franchiſe—— But my 
pretty Miſs, you muſt learn to talk a little more—— 

Cel. 1 have not Wit, and Senſe enough, tor that. 

Sir Tim, Wit! Oh la, O la, Wit! as if there were any Wit requir'd in 4 
Woman when ſhe talks ; no, no matter for Wit, or Senſe : talk but loud, and 
a great deal, to ſhew your white teeth, and ſmile, and be very confident, and 
'tis enough----—----- Lord, what a fight *tis to ſee a pretty Woman ſtand right up 
an end in the middle of a Room, playing with her Fan, for want of ſomething 
to keep her in countenance. No, the that is mine, Iwill teach to entartain ar 
another rate. 

Nur. How, Sir ? Why, what do you take my young Miſtreſs to be ? 

Sir Tim. A Woman and a fine one, and ſo fine as ſhe ought to permit 
her ſelf to be ſeen, and be ador'd. | 

Nur. Out upon you, would you expoſe your Wife ; by my troth, and I were 
ſhe, Iknow what I wou'd do--------- 

Sir Tim. Thou do=— what thou wouldlt have done ſixty Years ago, thou 
meaneſt. 

Nur. Marry come up, tor a ſtinking Knight, worſe than I have gone down 
with you, e'renow Sixty Years ago, quoth ye As old as I am 
{ live without Surgeons, wear my own Hair, am not in Debt to my Taylor, as 
thou art, and art fain to kiſs his Wite, to perſuade her Husband to be merci- 
ful to thee whe- wakes thee every morning with. his Clamour and long 
Bills, at thy Chamber-door. 

Sir Tim. Prithee good Matron, Peace. FIl Compound with thee. 

Nur. *Tis more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors, who, poor Souls, de- 
ſpair of a Groat inthe Pound for all thou ow'ſt them, for Points, Lace, and 
Garniture for all, in fine, that makes thee a complete Fopp.. 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold, thy eternal Clack. | 

Nur. And when none would truſt thee farther, give Judgments for twice 
the Money thou borroweſt, and {wear thy ſelt at Age ; and laſtly to patch 
up your broken Fortune, you wou'd fain Marry my {ſweet Miſtriſs Ce/ngz 
here But, *Faith, Sir, you're miſtaken, her Fortune ſhall not go to the 
maintenance of your Miſſes, which being once ſure of, ſhe, poor Soul, is ſent 
down to the Countrey-houſe, to learn Houſewitery, and live without Mankind, 
unleſs ſhe can ſerve her {elt with the handiom Steward, or ſo—— whilſt you 
tear it away in Town, and live like Man and Wite with your Jilt, and are. 

every 
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every day ſeen in the Glaſs Coach, whilſt your own natural Lady is hardly 


of my Quality ? 
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worth the Hire of a Hack. 

Sir 1:im. Why thou damnable confounded torment, wilt thou never .ceaſe ? 
Nur. No, -not till you raiſe your Siege, and be gone ; go march to your La- 
dy of Love, and debauch g0 You get no Ce/:nda there. 

Sir Tim; The Devil's in her tongue. | 

Cel. Good gentle Nurſe, have mercy upon the poor Knight. 

Nur. No more Miſtriſs, than he'll have on you, it Heaven had ſo abandon'd 
you, to put you into his power Mercy------ quoth ye no, no more thaiz 


his Miſtriſs will have, when all his money's gone. 


Sir Tim. Will ſhe never end ? Ce. Prethee forbear. 

Nur. No more than the Uſurer would,” to whom he has mortgag'd his beſt 
part of his Eſtate, would forbear a.day after the promis'd payment of the 
money. Forbear | 

Sir Tm. Not yet end : Can I, Madam, give you a greater proof of my Paſ 
fion for you, than to endure this for your 1ake ? 

Nur. This thou art ſo ſorry a creature, thou wilt endure any thing, 
for the lucre of her Fortune ; *tis that thou haſt a Paſſion for : not that thou ca- 
reſt for money, but to ſacrifice to thy lewdnelſs, to purchaſe a Miſtriſs, to 
purchaſe the Reputation of as errant a Fool as ever arriv'd at the honour of 
keeping, to purchaſe a little Grandeur, as you call it ; that 1s, to make every 
one look at thee, and conſider what a Fool thou art, who elie might paſs un- 


regarded amongſt the common Crowd; 


Sir Tim. The Devil's in her tongue, and fo *tis in moſt Women's of her Age; 
for when *t has quitted the Tail, it repairs to her upper Tire. | 

. Nur. Do not perſuade me, Madam, I am refolv'd to make him weary of 
his Wooing. | | 

Sir Tim. So God be prais'd the ſtorm is laid And now Mrs. Celinda, 
give me leave to ask you, if it be with your leave, this aftront is put on a Man 
Nur. Thy Quality 
Sir Tim. Yes; I am a Gentleman, and a Knight. 
Nur. Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill-favour'd Countenance is it ? 
Sir Tim, You are beholding to Dox Quixet for that, and.*tis ſo many Apes 


Fince thou couldſt ſee to read, I wonder thou haſt not forgot all that ever be- 


long to Books. : 
Nur. My Eye-ſight is good enough to ſee thee in all thy colours, thou Knight 


.of the Burning Peltle thou. 


Sir Tim. Agen, that was out of a Play heark ye, itch of Ender, 
hold yourprating tongue, or I ſhall moſt well-favourdly cudgel ye. 

Nur. As your Friend the Hoſteſs has it in a Play too, I take it, Ends which 
70u pick up behind the Scenes, when you go to be laught at even by rhe 
RR Women. | "» . 

Sir Tim. Wilt thou have done ? By Fortune, FIl endure no mote. 

Nur. Murder, Murder. [A Letter. 

Cel. Hold, hold. | 


k,7ter 
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Enter Friendlove, Bellmour, Sham ad Sharp. 

Friend. Read here the worſt of News, that canarrive, [ Grves Bellm, 
- Whar's the matter here ? Vihy how now a Letter. 
Sir T1mothy ; what, up in Arms with the Women ? : 

Sir 1:m, Oh Ned, Im glad thour't come never was Tom Dove bait- 
ed as I have been. Friend. By whom ? my Siſter. 

Sir Tim. No, no, that old Maſtift there ; the young Whelp came 
not on, thanks be prais'd. | 

Bell. How, her Father here to morrow. and here he ſays, that ſhall be the 
laſt moment, he will deter the Marriage of C2/;74z to this Sott Oh 
God, I ſhall grow mad, and fo undo *em all {IL kill the Villain at the 
Alter By my lott hopes I will And yet there is ſome left—— Could 
I but——— ſpeak to her I muſt relie on Dre/ſswe/lstriendſhp Oh 
God, to morrow Can Tendure that thought Can I endure to ſte the 
Traytor there, who muſt to morrow rob: me of my Heaven Pl own 
my Flame and boldy tell this Fopp., ſhe muſt be mine 

Friend. I aſſure you, Si 1:mothy, 1 am ſorry, and will chaſtiſe her. 

Sir Tim. Ay vir, | that ama Knight a Man of Parts and Wit, and one 
that is to be your Brother, and defign'd to be the glory of marrying Ce/nda. 
Bell. I can endure no more How Sir—— You marry fair Ce/rnda ! 

Sir Tim. Ay, Frank, Ay Is ſhe not a pretty little plump white Rogue, 
hah Bell. Yes. 
Sir Tim. Oh, I had forgot, thou arta modeſt Rogue, and to thy eternal ſhame, 
hadſt never the Reputation of a Miſtrils Lord, Lord, thatl could ſee thee 
addreſs thy ſelf to a Lady I fancy thee a very ridiculous Figure, in that 
poſture, by Fortune. 

Bell. Why, vir I can Court a Lady—— | 

Sir Tim. No, no, thow'rt modeſt; that is to ſay, a Countrey Gentleman ; 
that is to ſay, IlI-bred ; that is to ſay, a Fool by Fortune, as the World goes. 

Bell. Neither. Si I can Love=—and tell it too—and that you may 
believe me look on'this Lady, Sir. - 

Sir 1im. Look on this Lady, Sir------- Ha. ha, ha-------- Well, Sir------ | 
Well, Sir------- And what then----z-- Bell. Nay, view her well, Sir----- 

Sir Tim. Pleaſant this—— Well Frark, I do And what then ? 

Bell. Is ſhe not charming Fair------ Fair to a wonder ! 

Sir Tim. Well Sir, 'tis granted—— 

Be/l. And can{t thou think this Beauty meant for thee, for thee, dull common 
Man? b - 

Sir Tim. Very well, what will he ſay next? 

Bell. I ſay, let me no more ſee thee approach this Lady. 

Sir Tim. How Sir, how? _ 

Bell. Not ſpeak to her, not look on her 


by Heaver—— not think of 


her. Sir I'm. How Frank, art in earneſt ? ; 
Bell. Try, if thou dart ? S:r [:m. Not think of her------ 
Bell. No, not ſo much as in a Dream, could I Divine it. 
Sir Tim. 1s he in earneſt, Mr. Erzendlove £2 
Friend. 1 doubt ſo, Sir Timothy, 


C Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tm. What, does he then pretend to your Siſter ? 

Bell. Yes, and no Man elſe ſhall dare do fo. 

Sir Tim. Take notice I am affronted in your Lodgings for you Bell. 
mMoutr=— on take me for an Als therefore meet me to morrow morn- 
ing about 5, with your Sword in your hand, behind Sozthampton Houſe. 


Bell. *Tis well=—— there we'll diſpute our Title to Ce/:7:4a. [ Exit. 
Dull Animal ! Ye Gods cou'd ne're Decree % 
So bright a Maid ſhou'd be pollcſt by thee. | 
The End of tbe Firſt A. 


— 


A CT. |... SCENE. I. A Palace. 


Enter Nurſe with a Light. 

Nur. Ell, *tis an endleſs trouble, to have the Tuition of a Maid in Love: 

here is ſuch Wiſhing and Longing And yet one muſt force 
them to what they moſt defire, before they will admit of it------Here am I ſent 
out a Scout of the Forlorn Hope, to diſcover the approach of the Enemy----...- 
Well——Mr. Be//mour, you are uot to know, *tis with the conſent of Ce/inda, 
that you come------ I mult bear all the blame, what miſchiet ſfoever comes of 
theſe Night-works. 


Enter Bellmour. 
/Oh are you come-----Your hour was Twelve, and now *tis, almoſt Two. 
Bell. 1 could not get from Friendlove---- Thou haſt not told Ce/mda of my 
coming. 
\ . Nar. No, no, een make peace for me, and your felt too. 
Bell, 1 warrant thee Nurlſe----- Oh how I hope and tear this nights ſucceſs ! 


| Excunt. 
| SGENE a Chamber. ©* 
Celinda in her Night Attire, leaning on a Table, 


Enter to ber Bellmour and Nurſe. | 
Cel. Oh Heavens ! Mr. Bellmour at this late hour in my Chamber ! 
Bell. Yes, Madam ; but will approach no neater till you permit mc.: 
And ſure you know my Soul too well to tear. 
Cel. 1 do Sir, and you may approach yet nearer. 
And let me know your buſineſs. 
«$e//. Love is my busneſs, that of all the world. 
Only my Flame as-much {urmounts the reſt 
As is the Obje&ts Beauty, I adore. 
Cel. If this be all, to tell me of: your Love, 
To moxrow might have done as well. 
Bell. Oh no, to morrow would have been too late, 
Too late to make returns to all my pain. . 
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———-What diſagreeing thing offends your Eyes ? 
I've no Deformity about my Perſon ; 
I'm Young, and have a Fortune greatas any 
That do "org to ſerve you ? 
And yet | find my intereſt in your heart, 
Below thoſe happy ones that are my Rivals: 
Nay, every Fool that can but plead his Title, 
And the poor intereſt thata Parent gives him, 
Can merit more than I. 
—— What elſe, my lovely Maid, can give a freedon 
To that ſame talking, idle Knighted Fopp. 
Cel. Oh, if I am fo wretched to be his, 
Surely I cannot live ; | 
For, Sir, I muſt conſeſs I cannot love him. 
Bell. But thou may'{t doas bad, and marry him, 
And that's a fin, I cannot over-live. : 
wanoenns No, hear my Vows--------- 
Cel. Bur are you, Sir, in earneſt ? 
Bell. In earneſt ? Yes, by all that's good I am; 
I Love you more than 1 do Life, or Heav'n ! 
Cel. Oh what a pleaſure *tis to hear him fay fo ! [ Aﬀde. 
womens But pray, how long Sir, have you Lov'd me {0 ? Fo 
Bell. From the firſt moment that I ſaw your Eyes, 
Your charming killing Eyes, I did adore 'em, 
And ever fince havelanguiſht day and night. 
Nur. Come, come, nere ſtand asking of queſtions, 
But follow your inclinations, and take him at his word 
Bell. Celinda, take her counſel, | 
Perhaps this is the laſt opportunity ; 
Nay, and by Heaven the laſt of all my Life, 
It you refuſe me now------- | 
Say, will you never marry Man but me ? | 
Cel. Pray give me till to morrow, Sir, to anſiver you , 
For I have yet ſome fears about my Soul 
That rake away my Reſt. 


Bell. To morrow ! You muſt then marry: oh fatal word ! 


. - Another ! a Beaſt, a Fool, that knows not how to value you. 


Cel. Is't poſſiblemy Fate ſhou'd be ſo near? 


Nur. Nay then diſpoſe of your ſelf, I fay, and leave diflembliog; 'tis high 
\ time. 


Bell. Tis night the Letter came, the dreadful News 
Of thy being married, and tomorrow too. 
Oh anſwer me, or Iſhall die with fear. 

Cel. I muſt confeſs it; Sir, without a bluſh, 
(For 'tis no fin to love) that I cou'd wiſh——— 
Heaven and my Father, were inclin'd my way. 
But I amall Obedience to their Wills, 
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Bell. That Sigh was kind, 
But e're to morrow this time, 
You'll want this pitying ſenſe, and feel no pantings, 
But thoſe which Joys and Pleaſures do create. 
Cel. Alas Sir ! what is't you'd have me do? 
Bell. Why 
You need not be inſtrutted what to do. 
Give me your Faith, give me your Solemn Vow 
To be my Wife, and 1 ſhall be at peace. 
Cel. Have you confider'd, Sir, your own condition, 
*Tis in your Uncles power to take your Fortune, 
If in your choice you diſobey his Will. 


---.--And Sir, you know that mine is much below you. 


Bell. Oh 1 ſhall calm his Rage, 
By urging ſo much Reaſon as thy Beauty, 
And my own Flame, on which my Life depends. 
He now has kindly ſent tor me to Londor:; 
I fear his bus'neſs 
Yet if you'll yield to marry me, 
We'll hk it ſecret, till our kinder Stars 
Have made proviſion for the bleſt diſcovery. 
Come, give me your Vows, or we muſt part for ever. 

Cel. Part ! oh *tis a fatal word |: 
I will do any thing to fave that Life, 
To which my own ſo neatly is ally'd. 

| Enter Friendlove. 

Friend. So forward Siſter ! 

Bell. Ha Eriendlove ! 

Friend. Wasit ſo kindly done to. gain my Siſter 
Without my knowledge ? 

Bell. Ah Friend ! ”T'was from her ſelf alone: 
That I wou'd take the blefling which I ask. 

Friend. And Tl affiſt her, Sir, to give it you: 
Here, take him as an Honour, and be thankful. 

Bell. ] as a blefling ſent from Heaven receive her, 
And ere I ſleep will juſtifie my Claim, 
And make her mine. 

Friend. Be not ſo haſty, Friend : 
Endeavour firſt to reconcile your Uncle to't. 

Bell. By ſuch delays we're loſt : Haſt thou forgot ? 
To morrow ſhe's defign'd: anothers Bride ! 

Friend. For that let me alone t evade. 

Bell. If you mult yet delay me, 


Give me leave not to intereſt ſuch! wealth without ſecurity, 
And I Ce/inda will inſtrudt you how to ſatisfie my fears. 


Bear witneſs to my Vows------ 
May. cvery Plague that Heaven inflits on Sin, 


I wou'd have you Love, and after that 


[ Kneels, and takes 
her by the band. 


- Fall 


This I'll improve, and fo to your advantage 
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Fall down' in thunder on my head, 

If erel marry any but Cc/znda, 

Or if I do not marry thee, fair Maid. 

Nur. Heartily ſworn as I yow. 

Cel. And here I wiſh as folemnly the ſame. | 
— -}May all arrive to me, = 
If ere I marry ay Man but Be/lmour ! 

Nur. We are Witneſles as good as a thouſand. | 
_ Friend. But now, my Friend, I'd have you take your leave, the day comes 
on apace, and you've not ſeen. your Uncle fince your arrival. 

Bell. 'Tis death to part with thee, my fair Ce/da , 

But-our heard Fates impoſe this Seperation ; 
Farewell——Remember thow'rt all mine. 
Cel. What have Lelſe of joy to think upon------ 
Go—— g—— depart. 
Bell. 1 will————but 'tis as Miſers part with Gold. 
Or People full of Health depart from Life. 
Friend. Go, viſter, to your Bed, and dream of him. [Ex. Cel. and Nurſe, 
Bell. Whilſt I prepare to meet this Fop to fight him. | bh 
. Friend. Hang him, he'll ne're meet thee; to beat a Watch, or kick a Drawer. 
or batter Windows, is the higheſt pitch of Valour he-e're arriv'd to: | 

Bell. However I'll expect him, leſt he be Fool-hardy enough to keep his word: 
Friend. Shall I wait on thee ? 

Bell. No, no, there's no need of that Good morrow, my beſt Friend. 

Friend. But e're you go, my deareſt Friend and Brother, 

Now you are ſure of all the Joys you wiſh 
From Heav'n, do not forgetful grow, of that great truſt 
L gave you of all mine. but, like a Friend, 
Afhiſt me in my great concern of Love 
With fair Dana, your lovely Cozen ; 
You know how long I have ador'd that Maid, 
But ſtill her haughty Pride repell'd my Flame, 
And all its fierce Efforts. 
Bell. She has a Spirit equal to her Beauty, 
As mighty and tyrannick, yet ſhe has goodneſs, 
And I believe enough inclurd to Love, 
When once her Pride's o'recome; I have the honour 
Tobe the Confident of all her thoughts : 
And to augment thy hopes, 'tis not long fince 
She did with ſighs confets to me ſhe Lov'd 
A Man, ſhe faid, ſcarce equal to her Fortune ; 
But all my intereſt could not learn the Obje&t : 
But it muſt needs be you, by what ſhe ſaid. 


Friend. 1 neither doubt thy Induſtry, nor Love : 
Go, and be careful of my Int'reſt there, 
Whilſt I preſerve thine as intirely here, | [ Ex. ſeverally. 
SCENE 


+ 
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SCENE I. 


\ Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp. 


Sharp. Good morrow, Sir Timothy , what not yet ready, and to meet Mr. 
Bellmour at five , the time's paſt. 
Sir Tim. Ay Pox on't I han't ſlept to night for thinking owt. 
Sham. Well, Sir Timothy, I have molt excellent News tor you, that will do 
as well ; I haye found our 
Sir Tim. A new Wench, I warrant 


but prethee, Sho, 1 have other 


matters in hand ; *Sheart, I am ſo mortify'd with this ſame thought of Fighting, 
that I ſhall heardly think of Womankind again. | 


. Sharp. You were ſo forward, Sir T1morhy 
Sir Tim. Ay Sharp, 1 am always ſo when I'm angry ; had I been but a lir- 
tle more provok'd then, that we might have gone to't when the heart was brisk, 
{ had done well but a Pox ont, this fighting in cool Blood I hate. 
Sham. *Shaw, Sir, *tis nothing, a Man wou'd do ttor Exerciſe in a morning. 
Sir Tim. Ay, if there were no more in't than Exerciſe , if a Man cou'd take 
a Breathing without breathing a Vein—— but Sha», this Wounds, and Blood, 
ſounds terribly in my ears; but ſince thou ſay'ſt *tis nothing, prethee do thou 


meet Bel/mour in my ſtead ; thou art a poor Dog, and *s no matter if the 


world were well rid of thee. 
Sham. T wou'd do't with all my Soul—— but your Honour, Sir 
Sir Tim My Honour ! *tis but Cuſtom that makes jt Honourable to 
-Hght Duels—— 1 warrant you the wiſe Ir2/:27, thinks himſelf a Man of Ho- - 


-nour ; and yet when did you hear of an Ira{rar, that ever foughr a Duel ? Is 


not enough, I am affronted, have my Miftriſs taken away before my face, hear 
-my ſelfcall'd, Dull, Common Man, Dull Animal, and thereſt—— But I muſt 
after all give him leave to kill me too, if he can And this is your damn'd 
Honourable Eng/;/h way of ſhewing a Man's Courage. 

Sham. I muſt confeſs I am of your mind, and therefore have been ſtudying 
a Revenge, ſutable to the Afront : and if Ican judge any thing, I have hit it. 

Sir Tim. Haſt thou ? dear Sham, our with it. 

Sham. Why Sir what think you of debauching his Sifter ? 

Sir Tim. Why, is there ſuch a thing in Nature ? - 

Sham. You know he has a Siſter, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Yes, Rich, and Fair. 

Sham. Both, or ſhe were not worthy of your Revenge. 

Sir Tim. Oh, how I love Revenge, that has a double pleaſure in it 
-where and where——— 1s this fine piece of remptation ? 

Sham. In being, Sir but Sharp here, and I, have been at ſemz col in 
finding her our. : 

Sir Tim. Ye ſhall be overpaid——there's Gold, my little Maguerc=——but 
ithe's very hand ſom ? | 

Sharp. As a Goddels, Sir. 

Sir 17m, And art thou ſure the will be Lewd ? 


and 


P 
Sharp. 
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Sharp. Are we ſure ſhe's a Woman, Sir ?— Sure ſhe's in her Teens ? has 
Pride and Vanity——and two or three Sins more, that I cou'd name, all which 
But Sir, there are certain 
people that belong to her, that muſt be-confider'd too. 

Sir Tim. Stay Sir, e're I part with more money, T11 be certain what re- 
turns *rwill make me that i-—— Pl {ee the Wench, not to inform my ſelf, 
how well I like her, tor thar I ſhall do, becauſe The is new, and Be/lmorer”s Si- 
{ter but to find whar poſhbility there is in gaining her I amus'd to theſe 
things, and can gueſs from a look, or a kiſs, or a touch of the hand but: 
then I warrant, *twill come to the knowledge of Berry Elauntir. 

| Sham. What, Sir then it ſeems you doubt us? 
Sir Tim. How do you mean, your honeſty or judgment ? 
Y can aſſure you, I doubt both. 
: Prog How, Sir ? doubt our honeſty ? 
Sir Tim. Yes why 1 hope neither of you pretend to either, do vou*? 
Sham. Why, Sir, what do you take us for Cheats ? . 
Sir Tim. As errant, as any's in Chriſtendom. 
Sharp. How. Sir ? 

Sir Tim. Why how now what flie in my face ? Are your Stomachs ſo 
queaſie, that Cheat won't down with you? ; 

Sham, Why, Sir—— we are Gentlemen and tho? our ill Fortunes have. 
thrown us on your Bounty we are not to be term'd 

Sir Tim, Why, you pair of Hedtors—— whence this impudence ? 

De'e you know me, ye Raggamufſfins ? 

Sham. Yes, but we knew not that you were a Coward before. You talkt 
big, and huft where-e're you came, like an errant Bully, and fo long we Reve- 
renc'd you but now we find, you have need of our Courage— well ſtand . 
on our Reputations. 

Sir Tim. Courage and Reputation ! ha, ha, ha why, ye lowhe Tatter- 
demallions dare ye talk of Courage and Reputation ? 

Sharp. Why, Sir, who dares queſtion either ? : 

Sir 1:m. He that dares try it. [ Kicks *em.. 

Sharp. Hold, Sir, hold. 

Sham. Enough, enough, we are ſatisfy'd. 

Sir Tim. So am not 1, ye mangy Mungrels, till I have kickt Courage and 
Reputation out of ye. | 

Sham. Hold there Sir, *tisenough we are fatisfy'd, that you have Courage. 

Sir Tim. Oh, are you 10? then it ſeems I was not to be 'believ'd I told: 
you I had Couragewhen I was angry. 

Sham. Ay Sir, we have prov'd it, and will now ſwear it.. 

But we had an inclination to try, Sir. 

Sir Tim. And all you did, was but to try my Courage——hah ! 

Sharp. On our Honours, nothing elſe, Sir 1 zmothy. 

Sir Tim. Tho? I know ye to becurſed cowardly lying Rogues, 

Yet becauſe Ihave uſe of ye, Imult forgive. ye. 
Here, kiſs my hand, and be forgiven. 
Sham. *Tis an Honour we are proud of, Sir. . 


Sir Tim,” | 


S 
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Sir Tim. Oh is it ſo, Raſcallians! then I hope I am to ſee the Lady without 
Indentures. | | 
Sharp. Oh Lord, Sir! any thing we can ſerve you in. 
Sham. AndI have brib'd her Maid to bring her this morning into the Ma. 
Sir Tim. Well, ler's abour it then ; for Lam for no Fighting to day De'e 
hear Boy Let the Coach be got ready, whillit I get my elf drelt. 
Boy. The Coach, Sir ! Why you know Mr. Shatzer has pawn'd the Horles. 
Sir Tim. | had forgot it A Pox ont, this *tis to have a Partner ina Coach, 
By Fortune, I muſt Marry, and ſet upa whole one. { Exit, 


SCENE lk. 


Enter Charles Bellmour an# Iruſty. » 


Trufty. Mr. Charles, your Brother, my young Maſter Bellmour, is come. 

Char. I'm glad on't; my Unkle began to be impatient that he came not, 
you ſaying you left him but a days journey behind you yeſterday. My Un- 
kle has ſomething of importance to ſay to him, I tancy it may be about a 
Marriage between him and my Lady Drana-------- {ſuch a whiſper I heard------- 
te: 'y. I marry Sir, that were a Match indeed, ſhe being your Unkles on- 
y Heir. 

Char. Ay, but they are Siſters Children, and too- near akin to be happy. 

17uſty. *Twere pity my young Maſter ſhouw'd be unhappy in a Wite ; tor he 
is the 1weeteit natur'd Gentleman-----But one comfort is, Mr. Char/es, you, and 
your Siſter Mrs. Phi//zs, will have your Portions affign'd you if he Marry. 

Char. Yes, that he can't deny us the very day after his Marriage. . 

17ufty. I ſhall be glad to ſee you all diſpos'd of well ; but I was half afraid, 
your Brother wou'd have Married Mrs. Celinda Eriendlove, to whom he made 
notable Love in 1or4/hire, I thought; not but ſhe's a fine Lady ; but her For- 
tune is below that of my young Maſters, as much as my Lady Dzanz's is above 
his-----Bur ſee they come-----let us retire to give*em leave to talk alone.| Exeurr. 

Enter Lord Plotwell and Bellmour. + 

Lord. And well Frank, how doſt thou find thy ſelf inclin'd, thou ſhou'dſt 

begin to think of ſomething more than Books ? Doſt thou not wiſh to know 
the Joys that are to be found in a Woman, Frank ? 1 well remember at thy age 
1 fancy'd a thouſand fine things of that kind. 

Bell, Ay. my Lord, a thouſand more perhaps than are to be found. 

Lord.Not ſo, but I confeſs, Frank, unleſs the Lady be fair, and there be ſome 
Love too, 'tis not altogether ſo well ; therefore I, who am ſti} bufie for thy 
good, have fixt upon aLady------ 

Bell. Ha !--------- | 

Lord. What doſt ſtart > Nay, T1! warrant thee ſhe'll pleaſe ; 

A Lady rich, and fair, and Nobly born, and thou ſhalt marry-her, Fra. 

Bell. Marry her, my Lord---- 

Lord. Why yes, Marry her-----I hope you are none of the faſhionable Fopps, 
that are always in mutiny againſt Marriage, who never think themſelves very 
titty, but when they rail againſt Heav'n and a Wite------- But F/ a7:8, : _ 

Ounc 


: i 
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found better Principles in thee, and thou haſt the Reputation of a ſober young 
Gentleman ; thou art, beftdes, a Man of great Fortune, Frank. 
Bell, And therefore, Sir, ought the leſs to be a Slave. 
Lord. But, Frank, we are made tor one another ; and ought, by the Laws 
of God, to communicate our Bleſlings. | h 
Bell. Sir, there are Men enough, fitter much than I, to obey thoſe Laws 
nor do I think them made for every one. '* 
Lord. But, Frank, you do not know what a Wife I have provided for you. 
Bell. *Tis enough I know 1he's a Woman, Sir. 
Lord. A Woman ; why, what ſhould ſhe be elſe ? h, 
Bell. An Angel, Sir, e'rs ſhe can be my Wie. 
Lord. In good time, but this is a Mortal, Sir——and muſt ſerve your 
euzn but, Frank, ſhe is the fineſt Mortal ; | 
Bell. T humbly beg your Pardon, if T tell you, 

That had ſhe Beauty ſuch as Heav'n ne're made, 

Nor meant again t'inrich a Woman with, 

it cou'd not take my Heart. | 
Lord. But, Sir, perhaps you.do not gueſs the Lady. 
Bell. Or cou'd I, Sir, it cou'd not change my Nature. 
Lord. Bur, Sir, fuppoſe it be my Neece Drana. 

Bell. How, Sir? the fair Dana. 

Lord. T thought thou'dſt come about again ; 

What think you now of Woman-kind, and Wedlock ? 

Bell. As I did before, my Lord. 

Lord. What, thou canſt not think I am in earneſt; I confeſs, Frank, ſhe is 
above thee in point of Fortune, ſhe being my only Heir—— but ſuppoſe *tis 


C. 
Ig ma Oh I'm undone !-— dir, I dare not ſuppoſe ſo greatly in favour of 
my felt. 

Lark But, Fra7k, you muſt needs ſuppoſt——— 

Bell. Oh, Iamruind, loſt, for ever loſt. 

Lord. What do you mean, Sir? 

Bell. T mean, I cannot Marry fair Dzara. 

Lord. Death! how's this ?—— 

Bell. She is a thing, above my humble withes 

Lord. Is thatall ? Take you no care for that ; for ſhe loves you already, and 
I have reſfolv'd it, which is better yet. | 

Bell. Love me, Sir? I know ſhe cannot; 

And Heav'n forbid that I ſhould injure her. 
Lord. Sir, this is a put-oft : reſolve quickly, or I'll compel you. 
Bell. You wou'd not uſe extermity ; 

What is the forfeit of my diſobedience ? 

Lord. The loſs of aN your Fortune, 
It you refuſe the Wiſe I have provided 
Eſpecially a handſom Lady, as ſhe is, Frank. 

Bell. Oh me, unhappy ! 

What curſed Laws provided this ſeverity ? 


Lord. 
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Lord. Even thoſe of your Fathers diſpoſal, who ſeeing 1o many Examples, 
in this lewd Ape, of the ruine of whole Families, by imprudent Marriages, 


provided otherwiſe for you 


Bell. But Sir, admit Drana be inclin'd, 
And I (by my unhappy Stars ſo curſt ) 
Should be unable to accept the Honour: 

Lord. How Sir? admit ? I can no more admit, ' 

Than you can ſuppole—— therefore give me your final Anſwer. 

Bell. Sir, can you think a bleffing e're can tall 
Upon that Pair, whom Intereſt joins, not Love. 

Lord. Why, what's in Diana, that you ſhov'd not love her ? 

Bell. 1 muſt confeſs ſhe has a thouſand Virtues, 

The leaſt of which wou'd bleſs another Man ; 
Bur, Sir, I hope, if I am ſo unhappy 
As not to love that Lady, you will pardon me. 

Lord. Indeed, Sir, but 1 will not ;_love me this Lady, and marry me this 
Lady, or I will teach you what it is to refuſe ſuch a Lady. 

Bell. Sir, *tis not in my Power to obey you. 

Lord. How ? not in your Pow'r ? 

Bell. No, Sir, I ſee my fatal ruine in your Eyes, 
And know too well your Force, and my own Milery. 
—— But Sir when I ſhall tell you who T've married 

Lord. Who you've married !——By all that's Sacred if that be true, tho 


art undone for ever. 
Bell. Oh hear me, Sir! 
I-camme with hopes to have found you merciful. 
Lord. Expett none from me; no, thou ſhalt not have ſo much of thy 
Eſtate, as will afford thee Bread. 
By Heaven, thou ſhalt not. 
Bell. Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth ; 
It is no Beggar, nor none baſely born 
That I have given my Heart to, but a Maid, 
Whoſe Birth, whoſe Beauty, and whoſe Education, 


Merits the beſt of Men. 
Lord. Very fine ! where is the Prieſt that durſt diſpoſe of you, without my 


order ? Sirtah you are my Slave at leaſt your whole Eſtate is at my 
mercy and beſides, I'll charge you with an Action of 5000 /. for your ten 
Years maintenance : Do you know that this is in my pow r too ? 

Bell. Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worſe than Death. 

Lord. Oh Villain ! thus to daſh my ExpeQtation. 

Bell. Sir, on my bended Knees, thus low I fall 
To beg your mercy. 

Lord. Yes, Sir. I will have mercy ; | 
Fl give you Lodging bur in a Dungeon, Sir, 
Where you ſhall ask your food of Paſlers-by. 

Bell. All this, I know, you have the power to do ; 
Bur, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard uſage 


& Would 


Sir TIMOTHY TAWDREY. 
* Would give me cauſe to execute it. 
' I wear a Sword, and I dare right my ſelf, 
And Heav'n wou'd pardon it, if I ſhould kill you : 
But Heayv'n forbid 1 ſhow'd corre& that Law, 
Which gives you Power, and orders me Obedience. 
Lord. Very well Sir, I ſhall tame that Courage, and puniſh that Harlor. 
who ere ſhe be, that has ſeduc'd ye. ; 
Bell. How Harlot, Sir ! Death, ſuch another word, 
And through all Laws and Reaſon I will ruſh, 
And reach thy Soul, it mortal like thy Body. 
No Sir, ſhe's Chaſte, as are the new-made Vows, 
[ breath'd upon her Lips, when laſt we parted. 
Lord. Who waits there ? 
Enter Truſty, and Servants. 
——— Shall I be murder'd in my own Houſe ? 
'Tis time you were remov'd 
Go get an AQtion of 5000 /. enter'd againſt him , 
With Officers to. Arreſt him. 
Truſty. My Lord, *tis my young Maſter Be/lmour, 
Lord. Ye all dote upon him, but he's not the Man you take him for. 
Trufty. How, my Lord ? not this Mr. Be//mour ? x 
Lord. Does, obey me. [ Offers to go. 
Bell. Stay, Sir—— oh, ſtay—— what will become of me ? 
*T were better that my Lite were loſt, than Fortune 
For that being gone, Ce/inda muſt not love me. 
— But to die wretchedly 
—— Poorly in Priſon----- whilſt I can manage this—— 
——[$ below him, that does adore Ce/:744. [ Draws. 
— = / 1] kill my ſelf------ but then I kill Ce/nda. 
Shou'd I obey this Tyrant------then too ſhe dies. 
n——Yes Sir You may be cruel take the Law, 
And kill me quickly, *twill become your Juſtice. Joe 
Lord. Was I call'd back for this ? Yes, I ſhall take it, Sir ; do not fe 


[ Offers to go. 


Bell. Yet, ſtay Sir----- Have you loſt all Humanity ? 
Have you no Senſe of Honour, nor of Horrots ! 

Lord. Away with him----go, be'gone. 

Bell. Stay, Sir ! oh God ! what is't you'd have me do ? 
Here I reſign my ſelf unto your Will | 
But oh, Ce/:nda ! what will become of thee ! . [Weeps. 
— —Yes, I will Marry-----and Dzana to6. ID 

Lord. *Tis well you will, had I been good naturd now, 

You had been undone, and miſt Dara too. 

Bell. But muſt I Marry ? Needs Marry, Sit ?— 

Or loſe my Fortune, and my Liberty, 
Whilſt all my Vows are given to another ? 


D 2 | Bell, 


Lord, By all means, Sir- 
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Bel. Tf T1 muſt Marry any but Cz/:nda, 
' I ſhall not, Sir, enjoy one moments bliſs ! 
- I ſhall be quite unman'd, Cruel and Brutal ! 
A Beaſt, unſafe for Woman to converſe with , 
Beſides, Sir, I have given my Heart and Faith, 
And my ſecond Marriage is Adultery. * 
Lord. Heart and Faith, I am glad 'tis no worſe ; if the Ceremony of the 
the Church has not paſt, *tis well enough. 
Bel). All Sir, that Heaven, and Love requires, 1s. paſt. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool, Frank, come dry thy Eyes, 
And receive D:a7. T7ufty—— Call in my Neece. | 
Bell. Yet, Sir, relent, be kind, and fave my Soul. [Ex. Truſly. 
Lord. No more by Heaven, if you refiſt my Will, Tl make a ſtrange 
Example of thee, and of that Woman, who &ere ſhe be, rhat drew thee to this 
Folly. Faith and Vows, quoth ye. 


Bell. Then I obey. | 
Enter Truſty and Diana. 

Lord. Look ye here, Frank, is this a Lady to be diflik'd ? 
Come hither, Frank Truſty—— Haſte tor Dr. Tickletext, my Chaplain's 
not in Town ; I'll have them inſtantly Married Come hither, Diana 
will you Marry your Cozen Frank Bellmour & 

D1a. Yes, it it be your pleaſure; Heaven cou'd not let fall a greater _— 


[ A/7 A 


PF 
Lord. And you, Frank, will you marry my Neece D:ara 9 
\ Bell. Since you will have it 1o. 
Lord. Come follow me then, and you ſhall be both pleas'd, 
Bell. Oh my Celinda 
To preſerve thee, what 1st I wou'd not do, 
Forfeit my Heaven, may more, I forfeit you. | [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. The Street. _— — 


Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham and Sharp. 


$ir Tim. Now Sham, art not thou a damn'd lying Rogue, to make me ſaur-- 
ter up and down the Mal! all this Morning, after a Woman that thou knowtt 
in thy Conſcience was not _— be there ? | 

Sham. Why, Sir—— if her Maid will be a jilting. Whore, how can I help | 
_—_— Sharp—— Thou knowſt we preſented her handſomly, and ſhe proteſted 
the'd do't. | - 

Sharp. Ay, ay, Sir.. A/ide.}. But the Devil a Maid we faw.. 

Sham. Sir, it may be Things have fo fallen out, that ſhe could not -poſſibly 
come. 

Sir Tim. Things! a Pox of your Tricks Wet, 1 ſee there's no. truſting 
a poor Devil Well, what Device will your Rogueſhip.find out. to Cheat 
me next ? Sa 


Shams. 
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Sham. Prethee, help me out at a dead Lift, Sharp. [ A/ide. 
Sharp. Cheat you vir! If 1 been't reveng'd on this She-Counſellor of 
the Patching and Painting, this Letter-in of Midnight Lovers, this Receiver of 
Bribes for Stol'n Pleaſures; may I be Condemn'd never to make Love to any 
thing of higher Quality. | 
Sir Tim. Nay, nay, no Threatning Sharp, it may be She's Innocent Yet----- 
Give her Yother Bribe, and try what that will do. [ Groes him money. 
Sham. No, Sir, I'll have no more to do with Frail Woman, in this Caſe ; 
E have a ſurer way to do your Buſineſs. 
Enter Page with a Letter. 
Sir Tim. Is not that Bellmour”s Page ? 
Sharp. It is Sir. | 
 Gir Tim. By Fortune, the Rogue's looking for me; he has a Challenge in 
his Hand too. | 
- Sham. No matter, Sir, Huff it out. 
Sir Tim. Prethee do thee Huif him, thou know'ſt the way ont. 
Sham. Whar's your Bus'neſs with Sz7 17mothy, Sir ? 
Page. Mine Sir, I don't know the Gentleman ; pray which is he? 
Sir Tix. I, I, 'tis fo——Pox on him. | 
Sharp. Well, Boy, 1 am he---What----Your Maſter----- 
Page. My Maſter, Sir 
Sharp. Are not you Bellmour's Page ? 
Page. Yes. vir. 
Sharp. Well, your News. | 
Page.. News Sit? I know of none, but of my Maſters being this Morning--- 
Sir Tim. Ay, there it is----behind Southampton Houſe. 
Page. Married this Morning. : 
Sir 1im. How? Marry'd! *Slife, has he ſerv'd me ſo? 
Sham. The Boy is drunk-----Be//mour Married ! 
Page. Yes indeed, to the Lady Diana. 
Sir Tim. Diana ! Mad by Fortune ; what Diana ? 
Page. Neece to the Lord P/orwel. 
Sir 1:m. Come hither Boy-----Art thou ſure of this? : 
Page. Sir, 1 am ſure of it; and I am going to beſpeak- Muſick for, the Ball 
anon. | 
Sr T:m. What haſt thou there-----a Letter to the Divine Celinda ;; 
A Dainty Boy there's Money for thee to buy Nickers. 
Page. I humbly thank you. [ Extt.. 
Sharp. Well, Sir, if this be true, Ce/inda will be glad of you again. 
Sir I'm. Ay, bur I will have none of her----For, look you Sham, ther&is: 
but two ſorts of Love in this World-----Now I am ſure the Rogue did love her; 
and Mice it was not to Marry her, it was for the thing.you wot on, as appears 
by his writing to. her now----But yet, I will not not. believe what this Boy: 
fJaid, till I ſee it. 7 
Sham. Faith Sir, I have thought of athing, that may both clear your doubt 
and give us a little Mirth. — p 
Sir 11m, I conceive thee..- 


Sham. 
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Sham. I know y*me quick of Apprehenſion, Sir Trmothy.-- 
Sir Tim. O your Servant, dear Sham But to let thee ſee, I am none 
\ of the Dulleſt, we are to Jigg it in Maſquerade this Evening, Hah. 

Sham. Faith Sir, you have it, and there you may have an Opportunity to 
Court Be!lmour's-Silter. | . | 

Sir Tim, *Tis a good Motion, and we will follow it; ſend to the Dukes 
Houſe, and borrow ſome Habits preſently. | 

Sham. T'll about it, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Make haſte to my Lodging——But heark ye not a word of 
this to Berzy .F/auntir, ſhe'll be up in Arms theſe two Days, if ſhe go not with 
us; and tho? I tkiak the fond Devil is true to me, yet it *twere worſe than 
Wedlock, if I ſhould be ſo to her too. 

Tho Whores in all things elſe the Maſt ry get, 
In this alone, like Wives, they muſt ſubmit. 
The End of the Second AQ. 


ACT 1k SCENE I. The Street. 


Enter Lord Plotwel, Bellmour /cading in Diana, fo/low'd by Charles Bell- 
mours, Phillis, and otber Ladies and Gentlemen: [ Mufick Plays, 11! 
| | they are all ſeated. 


Lord. 'Ere Nephew, I reſign that Truſt, which was repos'd in me by your 

| H dead Father ; which was, that on your Wedding-day, Iſhould 
thus——make you Maſter of your whole Fortune, you -being Married to my 
liking And now Chaz/es, and you my Neece Phz//:s, 5ou may demand your 
Portions to Morrow, if you pleaſe, for he is oblig'd ro pay you the day. at- 
ter that of his Marriage. 

Phi/7. There's time enough, my Lord. 

Lord. Come, come Ladies, in troth you muſt take but little Reſt to Night, 
in Complaſance to the Bride, and Bridegroom , who, I. believe, will take but 
Ittle——trank why Frank whar, haſt thou chatg'd thy Humor with 
thy Condition? Thou were't not wont to hear the Mulick play in vain. 

Bell. My Lord, I cannot Dance. 

Da. Indeed you're wondrous ſad. 

And I, methinks, to bear thee Company, 
I know not why ; and yet Exceſs of Joy, 
Have had the ſame EfteQs with equal Grief. 
_ Bell. *Tis true, and I have now felt the Extreams of both. 

Lord. Why Nephew Charles has your Breeding at the Academy inſtruCt- 
ed your Heels in no Motion? 

Char. My Lord, I'll make one. 

b Phill: And I another, for Joy that my Brother's made happy, in ſo Fair a 
Bride. 
Bell. Hell take your Ignorance, for thinking I am Happy, 


---Wou'd 
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----Wou'd Heav'n wou'd ſtrike me Dead. , 
Thar by the loſs of a poor wretched Lite, 
I might preſerve my Soul but oh my Error ! 
That haS*already Damn'd it {elf, when it conſented 
To break a Sacred Vow. and Marry here. 
Lord. Come, come, begin, begin, Mulick to your Office. | Soft Muſick, 
Bell. Why does not this hard Heart, this ſtubborn Fugitive, 
Break with this Load of Griefs ; but like 11I Spirits 
It promis'd fair, will it had drawn me in, 
And then betray'd me to Damnation. 
Dig. There's ſomething in Diſorder in his Soul, 
Which I'm on Fire to know the Meaning of. 
Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp, 17 Maſquerade. 
Sir Tim. The Rogue is Married, and I am 1o pleas'd, I can forgive him 
our laſt Nights Quarrel ; Prethee Sharp, if thou canft learn that young Thing's 
Name, *tis a pretty Airy Rogue, whil'lt I go Talk to her. | 
Sharp. I will, Sir, I will, | One goes to take out a Lady. 
Char. Nay, Madam, you muſt Dance. [ Dance. 
Bell. | hope you will not call it Rudenefs, Madam, if T refuſe you here. 
| ihe Lady that Danct, goes 10 take out the Bridegroom. After the 
_ Dance, ſhe takes out Sit Timothy, they walk a Corrant. 
Am 1I ſtill Tame and Patient with my IlIs? 
Gods! What is Man? Thar he can live and bare, 
Yet know his Pow to rid himſelf of Grief; 
I will not. Live, or if my Deſtiny 
Compel me to't, it ſhall be worſe than Dying. 
Enter Page with a Table Book. 
Bell. What's this? 
Page. The Anſwer of a Letter, Sir, you ſent to the Divine Ce/;nda; for ſo- 
it was Directed. | 
Bell. Hah——Ce/nda——in my crowd of Thoughts 
I had forgot I ſent------come nearer Boy------ 
Whar did ſhe ſay to thee? Did ſhe not ſmile ?- 
And uſe thee with Contempt and Scorn tell me. 
Page. How Scorn, Sir! | 
Bell. Or the was angry call'd me perjur'd Villian 
Falſe, and forſworn——nay, tell me truth. 
Page. How, Sir ? 
Be/l. Thou doſt delay me 
F Age. vIr ! 
Bell. Again tell me, what Anſwer, Raſcal, did ſhe ſend me ? 
Page. You have it, Sir, there in the Table Book. 
Bell. Oh TI am mad, and know not what I do. 
_ Prethee forgive me, Boy take Breath, my Soul, 
Before thou do'ſt begin; tor this perhaps may be 
So cruel kind. | | 
To leave thee none when thou haſt ended it. [ Opens It, and read. . 
| LETTER- - 


ſay ſhe did, and pleaſe me. 
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| 7 LETTER. 
[| Have took in the Poyſon which you ſent, in thoſe few 


Fatal Words —torgive me, my Celinda, I am Married 
*T'was thus you faid: And I have 06 Life to returm———* 
am acad. 


Forgive me my ſweet Bellmour 


CELINDA. 


--..Can I hear this, and Live ? I am a Villian! 
In my Creation Deſtin'd for all Miſchict;, 
_ To commit Rapes, and Murders, to break Vows, 
As faſt as Fools do Jelits. : 3 ; 
Come hither, Boy—— | | 
And ſaid the Lady nothing to thee? | 
Page. Yes———e're ſhe Read the Letter, ask'd your Health, 
And Joy diſperſt it ſelf, in bluſhes through her Checks. 
"Bell. Her Beauty makes the very Boy adore it. 
Page. And having Read it, 
She drew her Tablets from her Pocket, 
And Trembling Writ, what I have brought you, Sir. — 
Bell. Tho? I before nad loaded up my Soul 
With Sins, that wou'd have weigh'd down any other, 
Yer this one more it bears, this Sin of Murder. 
And holds out till What have I more to do, 
But being Plung'd in, in Blood, to wade it through. 
Enter Friendlove in Maſquerade. | 4 7rgg. 
Friend. There ſtands the Traytor, with a guilty look, 
That Traytor, who the eaſier to deceive me, 
Betray'd my Siſter; yet till I came and ſaw 
The Perjury, I could not give a Faith to't. 
----By Heaven, Diana Loves him, nay, Dotes on-him ; 
I find it in her Eyes, all Languiſhing 
They feed the Fire in his, arm'd with a double Rage, 
I know I ſhall go through with my Revenge. 
Sir Tim. Fair Maid ; 
Phi]. How do you know that, Sir ? 
Sir Tim, I ſee y are Fair, and I gueſs you're a Maid. 
Phill. Your Gueſs is better than your Eye-light, Sir. 
Sir Tim. What e're you are, by Fortune, I with you would permit me to 
love you with all Faults. 
Phill. You? Pray who are you? 
Sir 1:#:. A Man, a Gentleman 
- Phill. Then *rwas not by Merit Sir 
either of theſe? 


and more, a Knight too, by Fertune. 
But how ſhall I know you are 


Sir Tim. That I'm a Man, the effects of my vigorous Flame ſhall prove---- 
a Gentleman, my Coat of Arms ſhall Teſtifie ; and I have the Kings Patent 
for my Title. | 7 

Phul. For the firſt you may thank your Youth, for the next your Father, 
and the laſt your Money. | 


Sir 
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Sir Tim. By Fortune, I love thee for thy Pertnefs, 
Ph1l. Is it pofhible you can love at all? L 
Sir Tim, As much as 1 dare. 
Ph:/l. How do ye mean ? | : 
Sir Tim. Not to be Laught at; *tis not the Modeto Love much : A Platonick 
. Fopp, I have heard of, but this is an Age of ſheer Enjoyment, and little Love 
goes to that; we have found it incommode, and loſs of time, to make long 
Addreſſes, Enter Celinda /zke a Boy. 
Ph:/l. I find, Sir, you and I ſhall never agree upon this Matter. 
But, ſe Sir, here's more Company. 
Cel. Oh Heav'n! *tis true, theſe Eyes confirm my Fate. 
- Yonder he is----and that fair Splendid Thing, 
That Gazes on him with ſuch kind Deſire, 
Is my bleſt Rival----oh he is Married. 
__ Gods! and yet you let him Live! 
Live too with all his Charms, as fine and gay, - 
As if you meant he ſhou'd undo all eafie Maids, 
And kill 'em for their Sin of loving him. 
Wretched Cel:nda ! 
But I muſt turn my Eyes from looking on, 
The fatal Triumphs of my Death------ hich of all theſe 
Is my Brother? Oh this is he; I know him 
By the Habit, he ſent for to the Play-Houſe. 
And hither he's come in Maſquerade, 
I know with ſome Delign againſt my Be/lmour, 
Whom tho? he kill me. I muſt ſtill preſerve. 
Whilſt ], loſt in deſpair, thus as a Boy 
"Will ſeek a Death from any welcome hand, 
Since I want Courage, to perform the Sacrifice. 
Emer one and Dances an Entry, and a Figg at the end ont, 
Lord. Enough, enough at this time, let's ſee the Bride to Bed, the Bride- 
groom thinks it long. | 
Friend. Hell! Can I endure to hear all this with patience? 
Shall he depart with Lite to enjoy my Right, 
And to deprive my Siſter of her due? 
wnnnnnnn Stay-------Stay--------and relign 
That Virgin. 
Bell. Who art thou, that dar'{t lay a claim to ought that's here? 
Friend. This Sword ſhall anſiver ye. | Dyars. 
_ Bell. Tho? I cou'd ſpare my Life, 11 not be rob'd or't. Draws. 
Dia. Oh my dear Be//mour! | A// draw on Bellmour's fide--------Diana holds 
Bellmour, Celinda r4ns between their Swords, and defends Bellmour, 
Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp draw, and run into ſeveral corners, with 
ſigns of fear. 
Fr:end. Who art thou, that thus fondly guard'ſt his heart? [ To Celinda. 
----Be gone------and let me meet it. 
Ce/. That thou may'ſt do through mine, but no way elf. 
E Friend, 
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Friend. Here are too many to encounter, and I'll defer my vengeance. 


Char. Stay Sir, we muſt not part ſo [ Ex. Drawing at the ſame door, 
that Sir Tim. 1s ſneaking out at. 
Come back I ſay. [_ Pulls in Sir Tim. 


Slave ! Doſt thou tremble? 

Sir Tim, Sir, I'm not the Man you look for---- 
By Fortune, Sham, we're all undone! 
He has miſtook me for the fighting Fellow. 

Char. Villain! Defend thy Lite! 

Sir Tim. Who, I Sir? I have no quarrel to you, nor no Man breathing, 
not I, by Fortune. 

Cel. This Coward cannot be my Brother! [ Aſide. 

Char. What made thee draw upon my Brother ? 

Sir T:m. Who, 1 Sir? by Fortune I love him-----I draw upon him! 

Char. I do not wonder thou canſt lye, for thou'rt a Coward! 
Didſt not thou draw upon him? Is not thy Sword yet out? 
Did I not ſee the fierce, and aCtive too, as it thou hadit dard? 

Sir Tim. Why he's gone, Sir; a Pox of all Miſtakes, and Maſqueradings I 
ſay this was your Plot, Sham. 

Char. Coward ! ſhew then thy face. 

Sir Tim. T1 be hang'd firſt, by Fortune; for then 'twill be plain 'twas I, be- 
cauſe I challeng'd Be/lmorr laſt night, and broke my Afſignation this PE 
| Aftde- 


Char. Shew thy face without delay, or— 
Sir Tim. My face, Sir, I proteſt, by Fortune, 'tis not worth ſeeing. 
Char. Then Sirra, you are worth a kicking take that and that—— 


[ Kicks him. 
Sir 1:m. How Sir? How? 
Char: So Sir, ſo, * | Kicks him again, 
Sir Tim. Have a care Sir——by For:une, I ſhall fight with a little more. 
Char. Take that to raiſe you. * | Strikes him. 
Sir Tm. Nay then Iam angry. and I dare fight: [ They fight out. 
Lord. Go, Ladies, ſee the Bride ro her Chamber, [ Ex. Women. 


_ Bell. The Knight, Sir Iimotby Tawdrey, 
-----The Raſcal miſt me at the appointed place | 
And comes to attack me here. | [ [urns to Cel 
Brave Youth ? I know not how 
I came to merit this Relief from thee. 
Sure thou'rt a Stranger to me, thou'rt ſo kind. 
Cel. Sir, I believe thoſe happy ones that know you 
Had been far kinder, but I'm indeed a Stranger. 
Bell. May '|t thou be eyer ſo, to one ſo wretched D 
I will not ask thy name, leſt knowing it, | 
(1am ſuch a Monſter) I fhould ruine thee. 
Ce/. Oh how he melts my Soul I cannot ſtay, 


- Leſt Grief, my Sex, my Bus'neſs ſhou'd betray. [ A/ide, 


Farewel Sir 
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————May you be happy in the Maid you love. [ Ex, Cel. 


Bell. Oh doſt thou mock my grief——by Heaven he did. 
———Dtay vir, he's gone. 
Enter Charles Bellmour. } 
Char. The Rogue took courage; when he ſaw there was no remedy z but 
there's no hurt done on either tide. | 
Lord. *Tis fit ſuch as he ſhou'd be chaſtis'd, that do abuſe Hoſpitality. 
Come, come, to Bed, the Lady, Sir, expects you. ; 
Bell, Gentlemen, good night. ; [ Ext. 
Enter Diana, Scene a Bed-chamber. 
Da. I long to know the cauſe of Be//lmour”s diſorder to night, 
And here he comes. 
| Enter Bellmour, Lotd, Charles, and the reſt. 
Char. Shan't we ſee you laid, Brother ? 
Bell. Yes in my Grave, dear Charles ; 
But I'll excuſe that Ceremony here. 
+ Cbar. Good night, and no reft to you Brother. { Ex. al/ but Bellmour 
and Diana. 
D:a. Till now my Belhmour, T wanted opportunity 
To ask the Cauſe, why on a joyful day, 
When Heav'n has join'd us, by a Sacred La 
Thou droopſt like early Flowers, with Winter ſtorms. 
Bell. Thou art that Wiater ſtorm, that nips my Bud, 
All my young ſpringing hopes, my EY delires, 
' The proſpeQ of approaching joys of Love, 
Thou in a hapleſs minute haſt took from me, 
And in its room, 
Haſt given me an eternal deſperation. 
D:2. Have you then given me Vows ye can repent of? 
Bell. 1 given ye Vows! be witneſs ye juſt Powers! 
How far I was from giving any Vows: 
No, no, Dana, I had none to give! 
D:2. No Vows to give! 
Whar were they which to the Holy Man 
Thou didſt repeat, when I was made all thine? 
Bell. The efte&, of low ſubmiſſion! Such as Slaves 
Condemn'd to dye, yield to the angry Judge: 
D:a. Doſt thou not love me then? 
Bell. Love thee! no by Heaven? Yet wiſh I were {6 happy. 
For thou art wondrous Bir, and wondrous good! 
Dig. Oh what a defeat is here! 
The onely Man, who from all Natures ſtore, 
A found moſt charming, fit for my deſires, 
And now after a thqufand expeQations, 
Such as all Maids that Love like me do hope, 
Juſt ready for the higheſt joys of Love! 
Then to be met thus cold=——nay worſe, with ſcorn. [ A/ide. 
E 3; m=— hy 
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——- Why fince you could not love me, did you marry me? 
Bell. Becauſe I was a Beaſt! a very Villain! . 
That ſtak'd, a wretched Fortune, to all my joys of Life, 

And like a prodigal Gameſter loſt that all. 

D:a, How durit you, Sir, knowing my Quality, 

Return me this talte Pay, for Love ſo true? 

——— Was this a Beauty, Sir, to be neglected? 

Bell. Fair angry Maid, frown on, frown rill you kill, 

And I ſhall dying bleſs thoſe Eyes thar did ſo. 

For ſhou'd I live, I ſhou'd deprive the happier World 

Of treaſures, I am too wretched to poſſeſs. 

And were't not pity-that vaſt ftore of Beauty, 

Show'd, like rich Fruit, dye on the yielding Boughs. 
Dia. And are you then reſolv'd to be a Stranger to me? 
Bell. For ever! tor a long Eternity. 

. Dza. Oh thou'tt undone me then, haſt thou found out 

A Maid more fair, more worthy of thy Love? 

Look on me well. 

Bell. 1 have conſfider'd thee, 

And find no blemiſh in thy Soul, or Form; 

Thou art all o're Divine, yer 1 muſt hate thee, 

Since thou haſt drawn me to a mortal fin, 

That cannot be forgiven, by Men, or Heaven: 

——— Oh thou haſt made me break a Vow,- D:ana, 

A Sacred Solemn Vow, _ 

And made me wrong the ſweeteſt Innocence, 

That ever bleſt the Earth. 

Dia. Inſtead of cooling, this augments my fire, 

No pain is like defeated, new defire. [ A/ide. 

*Tis falſe, or but to try my Conſtancy. 

Your Mittris is not ſo Divine as I, 

And ſhou'd I, *gainſt himſelf believe the Man 

Who firſt infpir'd my Heart with Loves ſoft flame! 

Bell. What bliſs on me inſenfible you throw, 

Fde rather hear thee {wear, thou art my Foe, 

And like ſome Noble and: Romantick Maid 

With Poniards, wou'd my ſtubborn Heart invade, 

And whiPFit thou doſt the ftairhful Relique tear, 

{n every Vein thaud'ft find Ce/rda there. 

D:a. Come, Sir, you muſt forget Ce/indy's Charms, 

And reap delights within my circling Arms, 

Delights that may your Errors undeceive, 

When you find Joys as great as ſhe can give. 

Bell. What do [| hear?—— Is this the kind relief 

Fhou-doſt allow to my deſpair and grief? 

Is this the comfort that thou doſt impart 

 To-my all wounded, blesding, dying hearth 


Were 


g—_ tes III OR ty > I 


Sr TIMOTHY TAWDREY. 
Were I fo Brutal——cou'd thy Life comply 
To ſerve it ſelf with baſe Adultery ? 
For cou'd I love thee, cou'd I love again, 
Our Lives wou'd be but one continu'd Sin ; 
A Sin of that black die, a vin ſo foul, 
*Twould leafWno hopes of Heav'n for eithers Soul, 
Dz2. Dull Man! Doſt think a feeble vain Excuſe, 
Shall ſatisfie me for this Night's abule ? 
No, ſince my Paſſion, thou'tt defeated thus, 
And rob'd me of my long with'd happineſs, 
FII make thee know what a wrong'd Maid can do, 
Divided *twixt her Love, and Injuries too. 
« Bell. | dare thy worlt; 
Show'd Hell affiſt thy aims, thou cow'dſt not find 
New Plagues, unleis thou ſhou'dſt continue kind, 
Hard Fate Diana, when thy Love muſt be 
The greateſt Cure thar can arrive to me. 
That friendſhip which our Infant years begun, 
And till this day has ſtill continued on, 
I will preſerve, and my reſpects ſhall be 
Profound, as what was ever paid by me. 
But for my Love *tis to Ce/72da due, 
And I can pay you none thats Juſt and true. 
Dza. 'The reſt, Ide have thee know I do deſpite, 
E better underſtand my conquering Eyes: 
Thoſe Eyes that ſhall revenge my Love and Shame, 
FI kill thy Reputation, and thy Name. [ Ex. 
Bell. My Honour! And my Reputation, now ! 
They both were forfeit, when I broke my Vow. 
Nor cou'd my Honour with thy Fame decline, 
Whoe're prophanes thee, injures nought of mine. 
Fhis night upon the Couch my ſelf PU lay, 
And like Frarnciſcans, let trenſuing day 
Take care for all the toils it brings with it, 
Whatever Fate arrives, I can ſubmit. 


The Scene a Street. 


Enter Celinda, dreft az before. 

Cel. Not one kind Wound to ſend me to my Grave, 
And yet between their angry Swords I ran, 
Expecting it from Be//mour, or my Brother's: 
Oh my hard Fate! that gave me ſo much Miſery. 
And dealt no Courage, to prevent the ſhock. 
Why came I off alive, that fatal place 
Where I beheld my Be//meur, in th'embrace 
Of my extreamly fair, and lovely Rival ; 
 ———- With. what kind Care ſhe did prevent my Arm 
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< Who greedy of the laſt ſad parting twine ) 


take of his Lady, who has turn'd him away for filching 
Sir, Windows are trail, and will yield to the luſty Brick-bats ; *ris an A& be- 
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wou'd have thrown about him, as if ſhe knew 
To what intent I: made the paſſionate offer. | 
What have I next to do, bur ſeek a death 
Where ever I can meer it Who comes here ? [Goes aſide. 
Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp, wth Frdlers "" 
Sir Tim. I believe this is the Bed-chamber Window where the Bride and the 


-Bridegroom lies. 


_ . Sham. Well, and what do you intend to do, if it be Sir ? 


Sir Tim. Why fuſt ſing a Bawdy Song, and then break the Windows, in Re- 


-venge for the Aﬀront was put upon me to night. 


Sharp. Faith, Sir, that's but a poor Revenge, and which every Footman may 
You know. , 


low a Gentleman. 

Sir Tim. That's all one, "tis my Recreation , T ſerv'd a Woman fo the other 
night, to whom my Miſtreſs had a Pique. is 

Sham. Ay, Sir, 'tis a Revenge fit only tor a Whore to take—— 

And the Afﬀront you receiv'd to night, was by miſtake. 

Sir Tim. Miſtake ! how can that be ? 

Sham. Why, Sir, did you not mind, that he that drew upon Be//mour, was 
in the ſame dreſs with you ; | | 

Sir Tim. How ſhou'd his be like mine ? 

Sham. Why by the ſame chance, that yours was like his I ſuppoſe ſend- 
ing to the Play-houſe for them, as we did, they hapned to ſend him ſuch ano-- 
ther Habit, for they have many ſuch tor dancing Shepherds. 

Sir Tim. Well, I grant it a miſtake, and thar ſhall reprieve the Windows. 

ap (a Then, Sir, you ſhew'd ſo much courage, that you may ;bleſs the mi- 
nute that forc'd you to fight. 

Sir Tim. Ay, butbetween you and 1, *twas well he kick'd me firſt, and made 
me angry, or I had been luſtily fwing'd, by Fortune: but thanks'to my 
ipleen that ſav'd my bones that bout but then 1 did well—— hah! came 
briskly off, and the reſt. | 

Sham. With honour, Sir, I proteſt. 

- Tim. Come then, we'll Serenade him. Come, Sirra, tune your Pipes, 
and ling. | 

Boy. What ſhall I fing, Sir ? G 

Sr 1m. Any thing ſutable to the time and place. 
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[ | 

T HE happy Minute's come, the Nymph 3s laid, 
Who means no more 10 riſe a Maid. 

Bluſhing, and panting, ſhe expetts the approach 

Of Foys that kill, with every touch : _ 


Nor can ber Native Modeſty and Shame 
Coneeal the Ardour of her Virgin Flame. 
Ml 


And now the Amorous Youth 1s all untreft, 
Fuſt ready for Loves mighty Feaſt, 

With vigorious haſte the Vail afide he throws, 
That does all Heaven at once diſcloſe ;, 

Swift as defire, into her naked Arms 

Himſelf he throws, and rifles all ber Charms. 


| Good morrow Mr. Be/lmour, and to your lovely Bride, long may you live, 


and love, | 
Enter Bellmour above. 


Bell. Who is't has ſent that Curſe ? | 

Sir Tim, What a pox is that Be/lmour 2 The Rogue's in choler, the Bride 
has not pleas'd him. 

Bell. Dogs! De you upbraid me ? Tl be with you preſently. 

Sir Tim. Will you ſo but I'll not ſtay your coming. 

Cel. But you ſhall, Sir. Bell. Turn, Villains! 

[Sir Tim. &c. offers 20 go off, Celinda-ſteps forth, and draws, they draw, 
s and ſet upon her. Enter Bellmour behind them : They turn, and 
Celinda /ides with Bellmour, and fights. Enter Dia. Bellmour fights 

'em out, and leaves Celinda breathleſs, leaning on her Sword. 

Dia. TIL neer demand the cauſe of this diſorder, 
But take this opportunity to flie 
To the next hands will rake me up—— who's here ! 

Cel. Not yer, my ſullen heart ! 

Dia. Who's here ? one wounded------alas 
" . Cel. *Tis not ſo lucky----- but who art thou 
That doſt with ſo much pity ask? 

Dza. He ſeems a Gentleman----- handſom, and young 
Pray ask no queſtions, Sir, but if you're what. you ſem, 
Give a Protection to an unhappy Maid. 

Do not reply, but let us haſte away. 
Cel. Hah What do I hear ! ſure 'tis Dzang. 
_ Madam, with haſte, and joy, PII ferve you. 
[I'll carry her to my own Lodgings. 
Fortune, in this, has done my Suff rings right, 
My Rival's in my Power, upon her Wedding night. [ aſide. | Exeunt. 
Enter Bellmour, Sir- Tim. Sham and Sharp. 
Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, that you ſhould not know, yourwtriend and humble 
ſervant, Tim. Tawdrey——But thou lookſt asif thou hadſt not been a Bed yet: 
Bell. No more I have. 
Sir Tim. Nay then thou loſeſt precious time, Þ'11 not detain thee. 
[ Offers 10 go. 


TY 


CA/ide. 


Bell. Thou art miſtaken, I hate. all. Woman-kind 


Sir 1m, How, how ! 
Bell, 


—_ 


- The Writings of 3000 /. a year. 
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Bell. Above an hour heark ye Knight—— I am as lewd, and as de- 
baucht as thou art. | _ | 

Sir Tim. What do you mean, Frank ? | 

Bell. To tell a truth, which yer I never did. 
—— ] Whore, Drink, Game, Swear, Lye, Cheat, Rob, Pimp, HeQor, All. All 
I do that's vicious. 

Sir Tm. Bleſs me! 

Bell. From ſuch a Villain, hah ! 

Sir Tim. No, but that thou ſhouldſt hide it all this while. 

Bell. Till I was married only, and now I can diſſemble it no longer—— 
come— —— let's to a Bawdy-houle. 

Sir Tim. A Bawdy-houſe ! What already | 
This is the very quinteſſence of Lewdn:1s. 
Why I thought that I was wicked, but by Fortune, 
This daſhes mine quite out of countenance. 

Bell. Oh thou'rt a puny Sinner !———— PI teach thee Arts (fo rare) of fin, 
the leaſt of them ſhall damn thee. 

Sir Tim. By Fortune, Frank, I do not like theſe Arts. 

Bell. Then thou'rt a Fool. PII teach thee to be rich too. 


Sir Tim. Ay, that I like. | 
Bell. Look here, my Boys ! [ Holds up his Writings which 
be takes out of bis Pockets. 


All this I got by Perjury. 

Sir Tim. By Fortune, a thriving Sin. 

Bell. And we will live in Sin while this holds out. 

And then to my cold Home Come legs be gone. 
——þ that I ne er might ſee the R/ing Sun. 

The End of the Third AQ. 
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ACT. Iv. SCENE I. 


Diſcovers Celinda as befere ſitting in a Chair, Diana by her in another, who ſings. 


S ONG. 


I. 

Celinda, who did Leve diſdain, 

For whom had languiſh d many a Swain, 
Leatling her bleating Flocks 10 drink, 
'She ſpy'd ufon the Rrvers brink 
A Touth, whoſe Eyes did well declare 
How much he louv'd, but lov'd not hey. 


2. | 

At firſt ſhe laugh'd, but gaz'd the while, 
And ſoon it leſſen'd to a ſmile ; | 
| Thence 
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Thence to ſurpriſe, and wonder came 7 
Her Breaſt to heave, her Heart to flame ; 
Then cry'd ſhe out, Ah now 1 prove 
Thou art a God! Almighty Love, 


4, 
She word bave ſpoke, but Shame deny'd, 
And bad her firſt conſult ber Pride , 
But ſcon fhe found that Aid was gone, 
For Love, alas ! Had left her none. 
Oh how jhe burns, but 't1s 100 late, 
For in his Eyes, ſhe reads her Fate. 


Cec/. Oh how numerous are her Charms 
— How ſhall I pay this generous condeſcenſion ! 
Fair lovely Maid 

Da. Why do you flatter, Sir? 

Cel. To ſay you're lovely, by your ſelf I do not, 

I'm young, and have not much converſt with Beauty, - 

Yet I'll elteem my Judgment, ſince it knows 

Where my devotions ſhou'd be juſtly * 

But Madam, may I not yet expe 

To hear the Story, you 1o lately promis'd me. 
Dia. I owe much to your goodnels, Sir DUt—_—— 
Cel. 1 am too young, you think, to hear a Secret; 

. Can I want Sence to pity your Misfortunes, 

Or Paſſion to incite me to revenge 'em ? 

Dza. Oh would he were in earneſt! 

Cel. She's tond of me, and I muſt blow that flame, 
Do any thing to make her hate my Be//mour, 

But Madam, I'm impatient for your Story, 
That after that, you may expect my ſervice. 

Da. The Treatment you this Night have given a diſtreſſed Maid, enough ob- 
liges me; nor need 1 tell you, I'm Nobly born, ſomething about my dreſs, my 
looks and mien, will doubtleſs do me reaſon. | 

Cel. Sufficiently 

D:4. But in the Family where I was Educated, a Youth of my own Ape, 2 
Kinſman too, I chanc'd to fall in Love with, but with a Paſſion, my Pride ſtill 
got the better of, and he, I thought repaid my young deſires: But Baſhfulneſs 
on his part, did what Pnde had done on mine, and kept his too conceal d.——— 
Atlaſt my Uncle, who had the abſolute dominion of us both, thought good 
to Marry us together. | 

Cel. Puniſh him Heav'n, for a Sin fo great. 

And are you Married then ?. 
Dig. Why is there Terror in that word? 


4 


Ce/. By all that's Sacred, *tis a word that kills me. = 
Oh fay thou art not; 
and 1, thus low will tall, and pay thee Thanks. { Kneels. 
| F Drs. 
4 
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Dia. You'll with indeed I were not, when you kag's 

How very, very wretched it has made me, 

Cel. Show'd you be telling me a Tale all day, 

' Such as would melt a heart that neer could love, 

*Twould not increaſe my Reaſon for rhe wiſh 

That I had dy'd e&'re known you had been Married. 

Da. So many ſoft words from my Be/lmour*s mouth 

Had made me mad with joy. and next to that, 

I wiſh to hear *em from this Youth; 

If they be real, how I ſhall be reveng'd! 

——— But why at my being Married ſhould you ſigh ? 

Cel. Becauſe I love, is that a Wonder, Madam? 

Have you not Charms ſufficient at firſt light 

To wound a heart tender and young as mine ? 

Are you not heavenly fair?——oh there's my grief——— }. 

———Since you mult be anothers. fi: 
Dza. Pray hear me out, and if you love me after, 

Perhaps you may not think your ſelf unhappy. 

When Night was come, ſhe long'd for Night, and all 

Retir'd to give us filent room for joy. 
Cel. Oh! can hear no more! by Heav'n I cannot. 

Here ſtab me to the heart=—— let out my Hie, 

{ cannot live, and hear what follow'd next. 

D:a. Pray hear me, Sir——— 
Cz7. Oh you will tell me he was kind 

Yes, yes——oh God were not his balmy Kiſſes, 

Sweeter than Incence ofter'd up co Heaven ? 

Did not his Arms, ſofter and whiter far 

Than thoſe of Fove's transform'd to Wings of Swans. 

Greedily claſp thee round——oh quickly ſpeak, 

Whilft thy fair riſing Boſom met with his; 

And then——oh——then—— © 
D:2. Alas Sir! What's the matter——fit down a while. 
Cel. Now——T1 am well——pardon me, lovely Creatuze, 

If Lbetray a Paſi; m, I'm too young 

To've learnt the Art of: hiding : 

———1 cannot hear you ſay that he was kind. 

Dia. Kind, yes, as Blaits to Flow'rs, or early Fruit ; 

All gay I met him full of youthful hear, 

But like a damp, he daſht my kindled flame, 

And all his Reaſon was——he lov'd another, 

A Maid he calPFd Ce/:nda. 

Ce/. Oh blefled Man! 

D:a, How, Sir? | 

Ce/. To [ave thee free, to leave thee yet a Virgin. 

D:4, Yes, I have vow'd he never ſhall pollels me. 

Cel. Oh how you bleſs me——but you ſtill are married, 


» 


[ A/ide, 


Ang 
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And whilſt you are fo—— muſt Ianguiſh——— 

Dia. Oh how his ſoftneſs moves me ! | { Aide. 

_ ---But canall this diſorder ſpring from Love? 

Cel. Or may I ſtill prove wretched. 
Dia. And can you think there are no ways 

For me to eratifie that Love? 

What ways am I conſtrain'd to uſe to work out my Revenge. [ Aide. 
Cel. How mean you, Madam? : 
Dia. Withour a Miracle, look on my Eyes 

—_ And Beauty-----which you ſay can kindle Fires, 

_ She that can give------may too retain defires. 

Cel. She'll Ravith me------let me not underſtand you. 
Dia. Look on my Wrongs—— , 

Wrongs that would melt a frozen Chaſtity, 

That a Religious Vow had made to Heaven. 

----And next ſurvey thy own pertfeCQtions. 
Cel. Hah : 
Dia. Art thou ſo young, thou canſt not apprehend me 

Fair baſhful Boy, haſt thou the pow'r to move, 

And yer not know the bus'neſs of thy Love? 
Ce/. How in an inſtant, thou haſt chill'd my blood, 

And made me know no Woman can be good? 

*Tis Sin enough to yield------but thus to ſue 

Heayen-----*tis my bus'neſs----and not meant for you. 

Dia. How little Love is underſtood by thee, 

*Tis Cuſtom, and not Paſſion you purſue, 

Becauſe enjoyment firſt was nam'd by me, 

It does deſtroy, what ſhou'd your flame renew ; 

My eafie yielding does your fre abate, 

And mine, as much your tedious Courtſhip hate. 

Tell Heaven----you will hereafter ſacrifice, 

----And ſee how that will pleaſe the Deities: 

The ready ViQtim, is the Nobleſt way, 

Your Zeal and Obligations too, to pay. , 

Cz1. T think the Gods wou'd hardly be ador'd, 

If they their bleſſings ſhou'd, unaskt, afford ; 

And 1 that Beauty can no more admire ; 

Who e're I ſue, can yield to my defire. 

D:a. Dull Youth, Farewel; 
For fince *tis my Revenge that I purſue, | 
Leſs Beauty and more Man, as well may do. [ Offers to go. 


Enter Friendlove diſguis'd, as one from a Camp. 
Cel. Madam, you muſt not go with this miſtake. { Holds ber. 


Friend. Celinda has inform'd me true---*tis ſhe---- 
Good: morrow Brother, what fo early at your devotions ? | 
Cel. O my Brother's come, and luckily relieves me. [ Aide, 
Friend. XY our Orizons are. made to a fair Saint, 
| F 2 --—Pray 
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— —-Pray, Sir, What Lady's that? 
\ Or is it blaſphemy to repeat her name? 
----By my bright Arms, ſhe's fair---With what a charming 
Fierceneſs, ſhe charges through my body to my heart. 
Death ! how her glittring Eyes give fire, and wound! 
And have already pierc'd my very Soul! 
————May I approach her Brother? 
Cel. Yes, if you dare, there's danger in it tho', 
She has Charms thar will bewitch you. 
———] dare not ſtand their miſchiet. { Ex. 
Friend.---Lady---lam a Soldier---yetin my gentleſt terms 
I humbly beg to kiſs your lovely hands 
———- Death! there's Magick in the touch. 
By Heaven, you carry an Artillery in every part. 
Dia. This is a Man indeed fit for my purpoſe. [ A/ide. 
Friend. Nay, do not view me, I am no lovely object. 
I am a Man bred up to Noiſe and War, 
And know not how to dreſs my looks in ſmiles; 
Yet truſt me, fair one, I can love and ſerve 


 - Aswell asan Endymion, or Adons. 


Worv'd you were willing to permit that ſervice. 
D:2a. Why, Sir ?----What cou'd you do? 
Friend, Why----I cou'd die for you. 
Da. I need the ſervice of the living, Sir. 
But do you love me, Sir? 
Friend. Or let me periſh, flying from a ſingle Enemy. 
I am a Gentleman, and may pretend to love you, 
And what you can command, I can perform. 
Da. Take heed Sir, what you fay, for I'm in earneſt. 
Friend. Command me any thing that's juſt and brave ; 
And by my Eyes 'tis done. 
Dia. I know not what you call juſt, or brave, 
But thoſe whom I do the honour ro command, 
Muſt not capitulate. 
Friend. Let higg,he blaſted with the name of Coward, _ 
That dares diſpute your Orders. 
Dza. Dare you fight for me? | 
Friend. With a whole Army ; 'tis my Trade to fight. 
Dza. Nay, *tis but a ſingle Man. £ 
Friend. Name him. 
Dza. Bellmour. 


— 


Friend. Of Jorkſhire %—— Companion to young F:endlove, that came late- 


ly from 1raly ? 

D1a. Yes, do you know him? 

Friend. I do, who has oft ſpoke of Be/lmour , 
We Travel'd into 1:aly together——But {inge; 1 hear, 
He fell in Love with a fair cruel Maid, 


For 


-_— 
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For whom he languiſhes. 

Da. Heard you her name ? 

Friend. Diana, rich in Beauty, as in Fortune. 
Wou'd ſhe had leſs of both, and more of pity. 

And that I knew not. how to wiſh, till now 
That I became a Lover, perhaps as unſucceſsful. 

Dia. I knew my Beauty had a thouſand Darts, 
But knew not they cou'd ſtrike ſo quick and home, [A/ide, 
Let your good wiſhes. for your Friend alone, + 
Leſt he being happy, you ſhow'd be undone. 

For he and you cannot be bleſt at once. 
Friend. How, Madam? 
Da. T am that Maid he loves, and who hates him. 


Friend. Hate him. »y 
Dza. To death. 
Friend. Oh me unhappy. [ A/ide, 


Da. He ſighs and turns away----am I again defeated ? 
Surely I am not fair, or Man's inſenfible. 

Friend. She knows me not 
And *twas diſcreetly done to change my ſhape ; 
For Woman, is a ſtrange Fantaſtick Creature 
And where before, I cou'd not gain a ſmile, 
Thus I may win her heart. [ A/ide. 
----Say, Madam, can you love a Man that dies for you! 

D:a. The way to gain me, is to fight with Bellmour. 
Tell him from me you come, the wrong'd Dana. 
Tell him y'ave an intereſt in-my heart 

ual to that which T have made in yours. 

Friend. TIL do't; I will not ask your Reaſon, but obey. 
Swear Cre I go, that when I have perform'd it, 
You'll render me poflefſion of your heart. 

Da. By all the Vows that Heaven tyes hearts together with, 
Fll be entirely yours. 

Friend. And I'll not be that conſcientious Fool 
To ſtop at bleſſings *cauſe they are not lawful, 
But take 'em up, when Heaven has thrown 'em down, 
Without the leave of a Religious Ceremony. - [ Aſide, 
Madam. this Houſe, which I am- Maſter of; | 
You ſha!l command'; whilſt I go ſeek this Be/lmonr. 

D:4. But e're you go, I muſt inform you why 
I do purſue him with my Juſt Revenge. 

Fr:end, 1 will attend, and hear impatiently. 


Scene a Bawdy-hauſe. 


Enter Mrs. Driver, and Betty Flauntit. | 
aunt. Driver, prethee call for a Glaſs, that I may ſet my ſelf in order, 
before I go up, for really my Knight has not been at home all this night, and « 
L am ſo Contus'd=m— Rp "0 Emer 
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Enter one with a Glafs, and two Wenches. 
Lord Mrs. Driver, I wonder you ſhou'd fend for me, when other Women are 
in Company ; you know, of all things in the World, I hate Whores, they are 
the pratingſt lewdeſt poor Creatures in Nature; andI wou'd not, tor any thing, 
Sir 17mothy ſhou'd know that I keep Company, *rwere enough to loſe him. 

Mrs. Driv. Truly Mrs. Faumit, this young Squire that you were ſent to 
for, has two or three perſons more with him that muſt he accommodated roo. 

Fauntit. Drroer, tho? I do- recreate my felt alittle futnetimes, yet you know 
I value my Reputation and Honour. 

Fenny. Mrs. Driver, why ſhou'd you ſend for us where Flauntit is? A ſtink- 
ing _ Flirt, who, becauſe ſhe has a tawdrey Perticoat, I warrant you, will 
think her ſelf {ſo much above us, when it ſhe were ſet out in her own natuxal 
colours, and her, original Garments, wou'd be much below us in Beauty. 

Mrs. Dr:v. Look ,ye, Mrs. Zenry, I know you, and I know Mrs. Flamit, 
but 'tis nor Beauty or Wir that takes now adays; the Age is alter'd ſince 1 
took upon me this Gentite Occupation, but *tis a tine Petricoat, right Points, 
and clean Garments, that does me Credit, and takes the Gallant, tho? on a 
ſtale Woman: And again, Mrs. Zenny, fhe's kept, and Men love as much for 
Malice, as for Leachery, as they call it. Oh *tis a great mover to joy, as they 
fay, to have a Woman that's kepr. ; 

Fen. Well! Be it ſo, we may arrive to that excellent degree of Cracking, to 
be kept too one day. 

Mrs. Driv. Well, well, get your ſelves in order to go up to the Gentlemen. 

Flaunt. Driver, what art thou talking to theſe poor Creatures? Lord, how 
they ſtink of Paint and Pox, taugh 

Mrs. D7rv. They were only complaining that you that were kept, ſhou'd in- 
trude upon the priviledges of the Commoners. | 

Flaunt. Lord, they think there are fuch joys in keeping, when I vow Dr:- 
ver, after a while, a MifS has as painful a lite as a Wite ; our Men drink, 
ſtay out late, and Whore, like any Husbands. 

Dr7v. But I hope in the Lord, Mrs. Flauntir, yours is no ſuch Man; I never 
ſaw him, but I hear he is under decent correction. 

Flaunt. Thou art miſtaken, Driver, I can keep him within no moderate 
bounds without blows; but for his filthy cuſtom of Wenching, I have-almoit 
broke him of that but prethee, Drzver, who are theſe Gentlemen ? 

Drio. Truly, I know not, but they are young, and five as Princes; two of 
*em were diſguisd in Maſquing Habits laſt night, but they have ſent *em a- 
way this morning, and they're tree as Emperors one of 'em has loſt a thou- 
ſand pounds at Play, and never repin'd ar it: one's a Knight, and | believe his 
courage is cool'd, for he has ferretred my Maids over and over to night But 
*tis the fine, young handſom Squire that I deſign you for. 

Flaunt. No matter for his handfomneſs, let me have him that has moſt 
money. Ex, 


Scene a Chamber, a Table with Box and Dice. 


Emer Bellmour, S:r Timothy, Sham and Sharp. 
® Bell, Damn it, give us more Wine, os 
Vhere 
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Where ſtands the Box and Dice?=—Why Sham. | 

Sham. Faith, Sir, your luck's ſo bad, I han't the Conſcience to play long; 
er——Sir T:mothy and you play off a hundred Guinneys, and ſe if luck will 
turn. 

Bell. Do you take me for a Countrey Squire, whoſe Reputation will be 
crackt at the loſs of a petty Thouſand? you have my Note tor't ro my Gold- 
imith. 

Sham. Tis ſufficient if it were for ten thouſand. 

Bell. Why Sir Timothy——Pox on't thourt dull, we are not half debaucht 
and lewd enough, give us more Wine. 

Sir Tim. Faith Frank, Pm a little maukiſh with fitting up all night, and 
want a ſmall refreſhment this morning——Did we not fend tor Whores? 

Bell. No, I am not in humor for-a Wench 
By Heaven I hate the Sex. | 
All but divine Ce/nda 
Appear ſtrange Monſters to my Eyes and Thoughts. 

Sry Tim. What art Italianiz'd, and loveſt thy own Sex? 

Bell. P'm for any thing that's out of the common Road of Sin, I love a Man 
that will be damnd for ſomething! To creep by flow degres to Hell, as if he 
were atraid the World ſhou'd ſee which way he went, I ſcorn it, *tis like a 
Conventickler No, give me a Man, who, to be certain offs Damnation, 
will break a Solemn Vow to a Contracted Maid. 

Sir 17m. Ha, ha, ha, I thought thou wou'dſt have faid at leaſt ——had 
murder'd his Father, or raviſh'd his Mother——break a Vow, quoth ye— 
by Fortune, I have broke a thouſand. | 

Bell. Well faid my Boy! A Man of Honour! And will be ready when e're 
the Devil calls for thee So ho——more Wine, more Wine, and Dice. 
Enter a Servant with Dice and Wine. 

[ Throws and loſes. 


Come, Sir, let me 
Sir Tim. What will you ſet me, Sir? 
Bell. Cater Tray——a hundred Guinneys——oh damn the Dice 


"tis 


mine------come a full Glaſs-----Damnatjon to my Uncle. | 

Sir Tim. By Fortune, I'll do thee reaſon------give me the Glaſs------and Shazr, 
to thee------Confuſton to the muſty Lord. £ 

Bell. So-----now I'm like my ſelf, prophanely wicked. 
A little room for life------but ſuch a life 


bk Bell. 
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Bell. The matter ? 

Sir Tim. Oh art awake—— What a Devil ay1'ſt thou, Frank ? 

Bell. A Wench, or any thing——come, ler's drink a round. 

Sham. They're come as witht for. | 

Enter Flauntir, Driver, Doll and Jenny mas#'s. 

Bell. Oh Damn em ! Whar ſhall I do? 

Yet it wou'd look like Virtue to avoid 'em. 
No, I muſt venture on——Ladies, y*are welcom. 

Sir 1:m. How the Women? Hold, hold, Be//mour, let me chooſe too---- 
Come, come, unmask., and ſhew your pretty Faces. 

Haunt. How. Sir Timothy! What Devil ow'd me a ſpite. [ A/rae. 

Sir Tim. Come, unmask, I ſay, a willing Wench wou'd have ſhew'd all in 
half this time. | 

Flaunt. Wou'd ſhe ſo Impudence! [ Pulls off ber Mask. 

Sir Tim, How! my Betty! | 

Flaunt. This is the Trade you drive, you eternal Fopp, when I fit at heme 
expecting you night after night. | 

Sr Tim. Nay dear Betty ! 

Flawunt. *Tis here you ſpend that which ſhould buy me Points, and Petti- 
coats, whil{t I go like no bodies Miſtriſs, I'd.as live be your Wite ar this rate, 
ſo I had; and I'm in no ſinall danger of getting the Foul Diſeaſe by your 
Lewdnelſs. 

Sir Tim, Victorious Betty, be merciful, and do not ruine my Reputation 
amonegſt Friends. 

Flarnt. Your Whores you mean, you Sott you. 

Sir Tim. Nay, triumphant Berry, hear thy poor Timy. 

Flaunt. My poor Ninny, Tm us'd barbaroully ; and won't endure it. 

Sir Tim. I've won Money to night, Berry, to buy thee Cloaths 


hum 


hum Well faid Erark, towle the little Jilts, they came for that 
purpole. : 

Faunt. The Devil confound him, what a Prize have I loſt by his being 

here my comfort is, he has nor found me out tho”, but thinks I came to 


loak for him, and accordingly I muſt diflemble. 

Bell. Whar's here? A Lady all in tears! 

Sir. Tim. An old acquaintance of mine, that takes it unkindly that I am for 
change Betty, ſay fo too, you know I can ſettle nothing till Pm Mar:- 
ried, and he can do ir ſwingingly, 1t we can but draw him in. 

Faunt. This mollifties ſomething, do this, and youll make your peace ; it 
not, you Raſcal, your Ears ſhall pay for this night's tran{grefſion. 

Sir Tim. Come hither -Frank, 1s not this a fine Creature ! 

Bell. By Heaven a very Devil! 

Sir Tim. Come, come, approach her, for if you'll have a Miſs, this has all 
the good qualities of one———eo, go Court her , thou art ſo baſh- 


ful 


fair----nor ſ{weet-----nor | nay _ nor-----{omething I muſt fay tor a beginning. 
Come Lady----dry your Eyes, Ts ' This 
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This Man deſerves not all the tears you ſhed. 
..--So----at laſt the Devil has got the better of me, 
And I am enter'd. | 
_  Flaznt. You ſee, Sir, how miſerable we Women are that love you Men. 
Bell. How did you love him! Love him againſt his will. 
Flaunt. So it ſeetns, Sir | 
Bell. Oh thou art wretched then indeed, no wonder, if he hate thee=— 
Does he not Curſe thee? Curſe thee till thou'rt damn'd, as I do loſt Diana ? 
| [ Aftde.” 


Flaunt. Curſe me! He were not beſt in my hearing. 
Let him do what he will behind my back. 
What ails the Gentleman | 
: Bell. Gods! What an*odious thing meer Coupling is! 
A thing which every ſenſual Animal 
.Can do as well as we but prethee tell me, 
Is there nought elſe between the Nobler Creatures? 
.Faunt. Not that I know of, Sir——Lord, he's very filly, or very innocent, 
I hope he has his Maidenhead; if fo, and rich too, oh what a booty were 
this for me ! : Aſide. 
Bell. "Tis wondrous ſtrange, | | 
Why: was not | created like the reſt, 
Wild, and inſenfible, to fancy all. | 
 Faunt, Come, Sir, you mult learn to be gay, to fing, to dance, and talk of 
any thing, and fancy any thing that's in your way too., | 
Bell. Oh I can towſe, and ruffle, like any Leviathan when I begin 
Come prove my Vigor. . | [ Lowes ber. 
Flaunt. Oh Lord,-Sir! You tumble all my garniture. 
Bell. There's Gold to buy thee more Es 
Flaunt. Oh ſweet Sir wou'd my Knight were hang'd, fo I were well 
rid of him now Well Sir, I ſwear you are the moſt agreeable perſon------ 
Bell. Am 1?———let us be more familiar then------FIL kiſs thy hand, thy 
breaſt, thy lips———and-= 
Faunt. All---you pleaſe Sir Ec, | 
.-. Bell. A traQtable Sinner! [ Offers to kiſs ber. 
- Faugh-—how ſhe ſmells----had I approach'd ſo near divine Ce/znda, what a natu- 
ral Fragrancy had ſent it ſelf through all my raviſht ſenſes ! 
- Flaunt. The Man's extaſy'd, ſure I ſhall take him. [ A/ide. 
Come, Sir, you're ſad. : | 
Bell. As Angels faln from the Divine abode, | 
And now am hghted on a very Hell ! 
----But this is not the way to thrive in wickedneſs, 
I muſt ruſh on to ruine---Come fair Miſtreſs, 
Will you not ſhew me ſome of your Arts of Love, 
For I am very apt to learn of Beauty---Gods---- 
What is it I negotiate fow---a Woman! 
Making a bargain to poſſeſs a Woman ! 
Oh never, never! 


G Elaunt. 


% 


% 


0 WT OO, 7 1 "AAR V ITY 
CROW Was ; C 
Be... £5 


42 The TOW N-FOPP: Or, 
Flaznt. The Man is in Love, that's certain----as I was ſaying, Sir--v+ 
Be1l. Be gone Repentance! Thou needleſs goodnels, 
Which if 1 tollow, caaſt lead me to no Joys. 
Come tell me the price of all your pleaſures. | | 
Sir Tim. Look you Miſtriſs, I am but a Country Knight, 
Yet I ſhow'd be glad of your farther acquaintance. | 
----Pray who may that Lady be 
Dr:v. Who, Mrs.- Flauntit, Sir? 1 
Sir Tim. 1 ſhe? She's tearing fine, by Fortune. : 
"Ho PI. aſſure you, Sir, ſhe's kept----and is a great Rarity, but to a Friend, 
or ſo 
Sir I'm. Hum----kept----pray by whom? 
Dr:v. Why a filly Knight Sir, that | . 
Sir Tim. 1, 1. filly indeed---a Pox upon her---a filly Knight, you fay———— 
Dro. Ay, Sir, one ſhe makes a very Als of. | . 
Sir 1m. Ay 1o methinks---but ſhe's kind, and will do reaſon for all him. 
D7r:7v. To-a ftriend,-a Man of Quality----or ſo. , 
Sr 1m. Ay ſhe blinds the Knight. - 
Dr7v. Alas, Sir, eafily----he, poor Cully, thinks her a very Saint----but when 
| he's out of the way, ſhe comes to me to pleaſure a Friend. - 
> Sir Tim. But what if the Fool miſs her ? | 
| Dr:v. She cries Whore firſt, brings him upon his Knees for her fault, and a 
piece of Plate, or a new Petticoat, makes his Peace again. 
Sir Tim. Why look you Mitſtris, I am that Fopp, that very filly Knight, 
- and the reſt that you ſpeak of. : | , 
Driv. How Sir? then I'm undone, ſhe's the upholder of my Calling, the {.. 
| . _ very grace of my Function. _ : * | 
-& Sir Tim. Is ſhe ſo? ee'n keep her to your ſelf then, 71 have no more of 
| her, by Fortune I humbly thank you for your intelligence, and the reſt. 
Well-----I ſee there's not one honeſt Whore I'th'Nation, by Fortune, 
Enter Charles Bellmour, and Irulty. 
Heark ye Miſtriſs, what was your bus'nels here ? 
Faunt, To meet a Rogue!—— ; 
Sir Tim. And 1 to meer a Whore, and now we're well met. 
Flaunt. How Sir? 
Sr Tim. Nay, never be ſurpriz'd, for your Intrigues are diſcover'd, the good 
Matron of the Houſe (againſt her Will) has done me that kindnels——you 
know how to-live without your Keeper, and fo I'll leave you. 
| Faunt. You're too ſerviceable a Fool to be loſt 10. 5+. /t- 
_ Bell. Who knows this bold Intruder ? | 
E -- + Char. How, Sir, am I a ſtranger to you! But I ſhou'd not wonder at ir, 
ſince all your laſt Night's aQtions betray'd a ſtrange depravity of Senſe. 
———Sir, I have ſought you long, and with I had not found you yet, fince both 
= _ and company declare, how grolly you've difſembled Virtue all this 
while.. Fi 
Bell. Take hence that prating Boy. | | 
Char, How Sir? You are my elder Brother, yet I may be allow'd to 
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do the bus'neſs that T came for, and from my Uncle to demand your Wike, 
Bell. You may return, and tell him that ſhe's dead. | 
Char. Dead! ſure, Sir, you Rave. [ Turns him about. 
Bell. Indeed I do-----but yet ſhe's dead, they ſay. | 
Char. How came ſhe dead? _ - 
Bell. 1 kil'd her——ask no more, but leave me. | Txrns him about again. 
Char. Sir, this is Madman's Language, and not to be believed. 
Bell. Go to----y'are a ſawcy Boy. 
Char. Sir Pm an angry Boy 
But yet can bear much from a Btother's mouth, 
Yave loſt your ſleep, pray Sir, go home and ſeek it. 
Bell. Home! I have no home, -unleſs thou mean'ſt my Grave, 
And thither I. cou'd wiſh thou woud'it condu&t me. [ Weeps. 
Flaunt. Pray Heaven this young virtuous Fellow don't ſpoil all. 
Sir, ſhall I ſend for a Scrivener to draw the Settlement you promigs'd me. 
Bell. Do ſo, and I'll order him to pet it ready. 
. Char. A Settlement! On whom? This Woman, Sir? 
"Bell. Yes, on this Woman, Sir. 
Chap. Are you' ſtark mad? Know you where you are? 
Bell. Yes, in a Bawdy-houſe, | 
Char. And this Woman, Sir, 
« Bell. A very Whore !——a tawdrey mercenary Whore! 


- And what of this? | b 


Char. And can you love her, Sir? 

Bell. No, if I did, I wouw'd not gratifie her. 

Char. What—@is't in Charity to keep her honeſt? 
_ Bell. Neither. 

Char. Is your Luſt grown ſo high its] | 
- Bell. Take that- "> [ Strikes him, 


'__ For naming but fo baſe a thing to me. 


Char. I wear a Sword, but not to draw on Mad-men. 


But fince y are fo free, Sir, I demand that Fortune, which, by my Father's Will, 
, Yare bound to pay the day after your Wedding day; my Siſter's too is due. 


Bell. Ha, ha, ha-—Swr Timothy, come hither ——who doſt think this is? 
Sir Tim. A Fidler perhaps----let him play in the! next Room. 
Bcll. No, my Brother----come to demand his Portion of me-----he ſays I 
am in lewd Company, and, like a Boy, he wou'd corre& me. - . 
Sir Tim. Why this comes of idleneſs, thou ſhould'ſt have bound him Pren- 
tice in time, the Boy wou'd have made a good ſawcy Taylor. 
 Char.. Sirra, .y'are a Raſcal, whom I muſt thus! chaſtiſe. [ Kicks hin, 
[ They all draw, and Bellmour ſtands foremoſt, and fights with Charles; the 
Women run ſqueaking out, Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp ſneak behind, Tru- 
ſty mnterpoſes. . 
Truft. Hold, hold, I beſeech you my dear Maſters! Oh what a fight is this! 
Two Brothers fighting with each other! Oh, were my old Maſter alive, this 
wou'd break his heart: Oh, Sir, you've kil'd your Brother. | 
Bell, Why then his Portion's paid, [ Charles 7s wounded. 
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Sir Tim, How kill'd! Nay 'tis time we departed then, and ſhifted -for our 
ſelves. | . [Ex. Sir Tim, Sham apd Sharp. 
17#ſt. Oh Sir, ſhall I ſend for a Chyrurgion. | h 
Char. No for a Coach rather, I am not wounded much..  [ Ex, Truſty, 
Bell. How dar'it thou truſt thy ſelf alone with me? 
Char. Why ſhould I fear thee ? 
Bell. Becauſe I'm mad. | 
Mad as a Tyegreſs rob'd of her dear young. 
Char, Whar i&t that makes you ſo? _. 
= Be!l. My Uncles Politicks, Hell take him for't, 
"Has ruin'd me, thou and my Siſter too. - 
4 Marrying me to a fair hated Maid, 
When I had plighted all my Faith betore. 
Enter Truſty, 
17uſft. Sir, here's a Coach. 
Char. Come, Brother, will you go home with me? 
Bell. Home !-----no. never to that place thou call {t ſo. 
If when I'm dead, thou would'{t behold thy Brother, 
And take the laſt Adieu from his cold Lips : 
fa thoſe ſo Perjur'd can deſerve that kindneſs; ) 
nquire for loſt Ce/1nda, at whole feet - 
Thou ſhalt behold me talPn a Sacrifice. 
Till then, T11 let miſtaken Parents know 


The miſchiefs that enſue a broken Vow. __ [Ex. ſeverally. 
The End of the Fouth A, 


ACT. W? Scene Conte 


Enter Betty Flauntit a/ore. 
Ure I roſe the wrong way to day, I have had ſach damn'd ill luck every 
way : Firſt to be ſent for to ſuch a Man as this Be/lmour, and, as the De- 
vil wou'd have it, to find my Knight there: Then to be juſt upon the poinr of 
making my Fortune, and to be interrupted by that virtuous Brother of his: 
Then to have a quarrel happen, that (before could whiſper him in the ear, to 
Jay ſo much as, meet me here again anon) tforc'd me- to quit the houſe, 


leſt the Conftable had done it for me: Then that filly Bawd ſhou'd diſcover 
But Dr:ver muſt 


all to my Cully; if this be not ill luck, the Devil's int 


bring matters about, that I may ſee this liberal Squire again——But here 


comes my Noddy, I muſt pretend to be angry. 
Enter Sir Timothy. 


Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how ye look now, as if you had committed-no miſ: 
demeanor; alas, good Innocent, what canſt thou ſay for thy {elt, thou Rene- 
gado thou, for being falſe to my boſom, ſay ? 

Faunt. Falſe to your boſom! You hilly impudent Sott you who dares ac- 


cule me ? 
JP $i” 


. would have been laid out ar the Mercers and Lacemans in half an hour 
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Sir Tim. Fen you truſty and well beloved Friend Mrs. Drrver the Bawd. 

E/aunt. She! She's an impudent confounded Lyar and becauſe ſhe wou'd 
have your Worſhipful Cuſtom——ſcandaliz'd me, to breed a difference be- 
tween us. - 

Sir Tim. I, if you cou'd make me believe that indeed, when ſhe knew me 
not, nor ever ſaw me all the days of her life before. 

Faunt. I know that Simpleton, but when I went to inquire for you by your 


' name, and told her my busneſs, our Amours are not kept ſo ſecret, nor was 


ſhe ſo dull, as not to underſtand.how matters went between us. | 

Sir Tim. Now, tho' I know this to be a damn'd Lye, yet the Devil has af 
ſiſted her ro make it look1o like Truth, that I cannotin Honour but forgive her. 

Flaunt. Forgive me!— Who ſhall forgive you your debauch'd Whoring and 
Drinking marry y had need 1o, you are ſuch a Ruffler, at leaſt if y'are eve- 
ry where as you are at home with me No, Sirra, I'll nevet Bed with you 
more; here [ live ſneaking without a Coach, or any thing to appear withall; 
when even thoſe that were ſcandulous two Ages ago, can be ſeen in [7:de-park 
in their fine Chariots, as if they had” purchas'd it with a Maidenhead ; wail ſt 
I, who keep my ſelf entirely for you, can get nothing but the Fragments of 
your Debauches [11 be damn'd before Fl endure it. 

Sir Tim. Juſt as the Bawd ſaid, yet I am mollity 
give me, and [11 be very good for the future. 7 

Flaunt. Will you ſwear to be ſo ? 

Sir Tim, T, by Fortune, I will. 

F/aunt. Come, what will you give me then to be Friends? for you won Mo- 
ney laſt Night. | 

Sir Tim. Ay, that's it that appeaſes her higheſt ſtorms——here my Jewel, 
here's a hundred Guineys to buy thee fine things. 

Flaunt. Yes, great ſtote of fine things, indeed, .with this pittiful Sum; let me 
feel in your Pockets, and ſee if you have no more. [ She feels in his Pockets. 

Sir Tm. So, *twas well I laid by the reſt, my Peace had not been made un- 
der every Rag on't elſe; and what I was painfully | cheating for all this Night, 


nay, dear Betty, for- 


Well, are you fatisfy'd I have no more? 
Flaunt, Have you ſunk none indeed, and indeed, my Tizmy? | 
Sir 1:m. No, I need not, you fink mine faſt enough, I thank ye. [ A/ide. 
Flaunt. Well, get your felt ready to go abroad with me. [ Ex. Flarent. 
Sir Tm. | have other matters in hand now have I Four hundred 
Guineys in Bank, which I won laſt Night of Be/lmour, which TH make uſe of 
to debauch his Siſter, with whom I'm damnably in love, and long for the re- 
turn of my two Setting Dogs, to bring me News of the Game. 
Enter Sham and Sharp, | 


Oh are you come. 
Sham. Ay, Sir, with News worth the hearing, I have been diligent, Sir, and 
got my {et acquainted with ihe old Steward of the Family, an avaricious 7u- 
das, that will betray for Gold. Wo 
Szr 11m. And that well furniſh him with-—-his Maſter's Gold. like all other 
mortal things, mult return from whence it came, 


S harp. 
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Sharp. Not all, Sir, for Sham and I have diſpos'd of part. 
Sir Tm. Indeed you are a little ſhabby. = 
Sham. Ay, Sir, Fools were made to repair the breaches of us that have Wit 

enough to manage 'em. 
Sir Tim. What 

manding why ? 
Sharp. Readily Sir——he's a brave Fellow, and muſt not be loſt 10. 
Sham. By no means, we muſt make uſe of him whil'{t he's hot, for I doubt 
the humor is not natural, and I fear he may cool. 
Sir [7,7 But to our Bus nels. x ? 
Sharp. Ay, Sir, this ſame Siſter of his you muſt have. 

If it be bur to put that inſolent Whore Fauntit out of favour, who manages 

this Fopp too intirely. | | Afrde. 
Sir Tim. Ay, but art thou ſure there is no danger in this Enterprize? ſhall I 

not have my throat, cut? and the reſt. | 
Sham. We have none of that 1:a/:an humor now adays, I can aſſure ye; they 
= ſooner, with a Brotherly kindneſs, aflft the yielding Siſter to the willing 

Gallant. ei 
Sr Tim. A good thriving inclination, by Fortune. ; 
Sham. And, Sir, you have all encouragement; her Brother, you heard, re- 

Fus'd to pay her Portion,-and you know the Fate of a young handſom Werich 

In this Town, that relies on-weak Virtue then becauſe ſhe's in the houſe 

with her Uncle, this ſame Steward has contriv'd matters 10, to bring you in at 

the Back-door, her Lodgings being in the Garden. | LARS 
Sir Tim. This is fomething——oh I'm impatient to be with her——Well, 

I muſt in, and make ſome Lye to Betty for my abſence, and be with you pre- 

Jently. | _ [ Ex. Sir Tim. 
Sharp. What deſign haſt thou in hand? for I ſuppoſe there 1s no ſuch real 

thing, as the debauching of this Lady. : 

Sham. Look ye Sharp, take to thee an implicit Faith, and believe impoſſibi- 

:lities; for thou and I muſt cozen this Knight. 

Sharp. What our Patron ? _ 
Sham. 1 Sharp, we are bound to labour in our Callings, but mum——here 


he comes. 


the Goldſimith paid the Money at fight, without de- 


Enter Sir Timothy. 
Sir Tim. Come, let's away, my Lyonefs begins to roar. : , 
— Y ou Sharp go ek after Be//mour, watch his motions, and give us notice. 


6 | Ext. 
Flaunt. He is gone, and I believe ; [Betty Flauntit peeprog our. 
For no goodneſs; I'll atter him, and watch him. | Ex. croſs the Stage. 


Enter Lord Plotwel, Charles, Truſty, ad two Servants. 

" Lord. In a Bawdy-houſe, with Whores, HeQars, and Dice! Oh that I ſhou'd 
be ſo deceiv'd in Mankind, he whom I thoughr all Virtue and Sobriety ! But 
go ſome of you immediately, and take Officers along with you, and remove uis 
Quarters from a Bawdy-houſe to a Priſon, charge him with the Murder of his 
Wite 


' Char. My Lord, when I demanded her, he ſaid indeed that ſhe was od, 
| _ an 


\ 


- 


—_— 
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and kild by him; but this, I gueſs, was the effefts of madneſs, which de- 
bauchery, and want of Sleep, has brought him to. 

' Lord. That ſhall be try'd; go to the place where Charles has direfted you, 
and do as I command you. [ Ex. Servants. 
—— Oh ſweet D:ana, in whom I had plac'd my abſolute delight, - 

And gave thee to this Villian, becauſe I wiſht thee happy. | 

And aretmy expeQations fall'n to this? 

Upon his Wedding Night to abandon thee! 

And ſhew his long difſembled natural Lewdneſs. 

Char. My Lotd, I hope, *tis not his natural Temper, 

For e're we patted, from a Brutal Rudeneſs, 

He grew to all the ſoftneſs Grief cou'd diftate. 

He talkt of breach of Vows, of Death, and Kuine, 

And dying at the feet of a wrong'd Maid, 

IT know not what he meant. 

| Lord. Ay, there's his grief; there is ſome Jilting Huſly has drawn him in +; 

+ but T1 revenge my ſelf on both, | | 

| Enter Page. 

Page. A TEetret for your Lordſhip. 


Lord Reads. 
My LORD, ; 
S your goodneſs bas been ever great towards me, ſa T humbly beſeech you to 
continue it ;, and the greateſt proofs you can give me of it, is to uſe all your 
inf reſt to undo that that tye between Bellmour and my ſelf, which with ls Joy 
you Knit, T will ſay no more, but as you love my Life, and my dearer Honour, 
get a Divorce, or you will ſee hoth Ruin'd 7 


py " 


Your Diana. 


[ Gives Charles the Letter. 


A Divorce; yes, if all my Intereſt or Eſtate can purchaſe it——ſome joy yet 
that thou art well. 

Char. Poubtleſs her Reaſons muſt be great for this Requeſt, | 

Lord. Yes, for ſhe lov'd him paſſionately ; when I firſt told her of my de- 
figns to Marry 'em together, ſhe could not hide her Joy ; which was one Mo- 
tive, I urg'd it to him with ſuch violence. 

Char. Perſons 1ſo near of Kin, do ſeldom proſper in the Marriage Bed.. 

Lord. However *tis, I now think fit to unmarry em; 
And as for him, FIL uſe himwith what Rigor, 
The utmoſt limits of the Law allows me. 

Char. Sir, I beſeech you. 

T ord. You beſeech me! You, the Brother of the Villain ! That has abus'd the 
belt oFall my hopes? —no I think>———] ſhall grow (for his ſake) to 


hate all that belong to him. 

Char. Sir how have I offended ? | 

Lord. Yes Sir, you have oftended me, and Nature has offended mes- you: 
are his Brother, and that's an offence to me.. 


Char. 
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Char. Is that a fault, my Lord? LL 

Lord. Yes, Sir, a 'great one, and T'll have it ſo; and let me tell you, you 

- nor your Siſter (tor that Reafon ) muſt expect no more friendſhip at my hands, 

than from thoſe that are abſolute Strangers to you : Your Brother has refusd 

= your Portions, and F1I have as little mercy as he, and ſo farewell to you---- 
ut where's the yy; any go that brought the Letter? 


Page. Without, my Lord. { Ex. Lord and Page. 
17uft. Here's like to be a hopeful end of a Noble Family. My comfort is, 
I ſhall dye with grief, and nor {ce the laſt of ye. [ Weeps. 


Char. No Tr#ſ|ty, I have not been ſo meanly educated, but I know how to 
live, and like a Gentleman: all that atflicts me in this misfortune, is my dear 
Silter Ph//is, ſhe's young, and to be left poor in this looſe Town, will 
- Tuine her for ever. | = 

Truſt. Sir, I think we were beſt to Marry her out of the way. 

Char. Marry her! To whom? who is regards poor Virtue? ; 

Truſt. For that let me alone; and if you dare truſt her to my management, 
Tl undertake to Marry her io a Man of 2000 |. a year; and if I fail, Ill be 
ſure to keep her Honour ſafe. | 

Char. Prethee how wilt thou do this? | 

T7uft. Sir, I have ſerv'd your Family theſe thirty years, with faith and love; 

and it I loſe my credit now, PFll never pretend ro't more. | 
_  Chax. Do what thou wilt, for 1 am ſure thow'rt honeſt, 

And Tl refign my Siſter to thy conduct, | | 
Writ I endeavour the converſion of my Brother. [ Ex Char, 
Enter Phillis. , 

Phi/l. No News yet of my Brother. 

Truſt. None: The next you'll hear is, that he's undone, and that you muſt 
20 without your Portions; and worſe than that, I can tell you, your Uncle 
defigns to turn you out of doors. 

Phill. Alas! what ſhou'd I do, if he ſhou'd be fo cruel? Wow'd I were in 
Flanders at my Monaſtery again, it this be true. 

Truſt. T1 have better bus'neſs tor you, than telling of Beads 
No, Mrs. Ph/!:s, you muſt be Married. 

Phill. Alas!-Iam too young, and fad for Love. 
Tzuft. The younger, aud the leſs Love, the better. 
| Enter Page. | 

Page. Mr. Tr:fty, here's a Gentleman wou'd ſpeak with you, he ſays his 
name's Mr. Sham. 

Truft. Gud's me Miſtriſs, put on all your Holyday looks, for this is the lit- 
tle Merchant of Love by Rerail, that brings you the Husband I promis'd you. 
Enter Sham. 

Sham. Well, Mr. Tr:ſty, 1 have brought Sir 17mo7hy, as I promis'd, he is at 
the Garden door. 

Truſt. The beſt time in the World, my Lord's out of the way. 

Sham. But you know our Conditions. 

Truſt. Yes, that if he Marry her, you are to have all the Money that he 
offers to debauch her. | 

Sham, Right Truſt. 


We 
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Truſt. Bring him in then, and Tl civilly withdraw. 
— Enter Sham, iran Str Timothy. Lo: TY 
Sir Tim. Well Sham, thou haſt prepar'd all things, and there needs no Ce: 


remony. 
Sham. None, none, Sir, you may fall down-right to the bus'neſ$. 


Enter Phillis. 


Sir Tim. Sing. Come, my Phillis, /er ws improve 
Both our joys of equal Love, 
Whilſt we in yonder ſhady Grove. 
Count Minutes by our Kiſſes, 


Phill. What fort of Courtſhip's this? 'tis very odd! 

Sir Tim. *Pox on Formal Fopps, we have high-born and generous Souls, and 

_ the common Road Come, let's enjoy, whilſt Youth and Beauty 
aſts. 

Ph]. What means this Rudeneſs? P11 tell my Brother. 

I Sr Tim. Your Brother, by Fortune, he's fo lewd, that ſhould I be fo uncon- 
ſcionable to leave thee a Virgin but this Night, he would Raviſh thee himſelf, 
and that at cheaper Rates than I deſign to do it. ; 

Phill. How dare you talk to me at this rate? 

Sir Tim. Talk to thee by Fortune, I'll play the Tarquziz with thee, if 
thou yieldeft not quickly for thou haſt ſet me all on fire. | 

Phill. Defend me, Heaven, from ſuch a Man. 

Sir Tim, Then it muſt defend you from all the Sex, for all Mankind are 
like me, nay, and all Woman-kind are, or wou'd be, what I muſt make thee. 

Phill. What's that, a Wench? 

Sir 1m. Fie, fie, that's a grols name, no, a Miſs, that's the word 2 La- 
dy of delight, a Perſon of Pleaſure, and the reſt; Ill keep thee, not a Woman 
of Quality ſhall be half {o ine——Come, dear Phi//zs, yield. Oh I am mad 
for the happy hour——come, ſay the word, *tis but inclining thy head a little 
thus the pretty Eyes down, and thy Cheeks all bluſhes, and fetching a long 
figh——thus—with——do——what you pleaſe——at the end on t—— 


and I ſhall take it for granted. - 
Phill. That, Sir, you'll never hear me fay to any thing but a Husband, if I 


muſt ſay it then. 

Sir Tim. A Husband! It is enough to ſpoil a Man's appetite, "the very na- 
ming on't——PBy Fortune, thou thou haſt been bred with thy great Grand-mo- 
ther, ſome old Queen E/:zaberh Lady, that us'd to preach warnings to young 
Maidens; bur had ſhe liv'd in this Age, ſhe wou'd have repented her Error, eſpe- 
cially had ſhe ſeen the Sum that I ofter thee-—Come, let's in, by Fortune, 


Pm fo vigorous, I ſhall raviſh elſe. 
Phill. Unhand me, or T'1l call out. Twaſſure you, this is not the way to 


gain me. 
Sir Tim. I know there is a way to gain all mortal Woman-kind, but how to 


hit the Critical Minute of the Berjere 
Phill. It is paſt your Politicks at this time, Sir. 
= H Sir 


> —-—— 
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Sir Tim. Tl try all ways, and the DeviPs in it, if I don't hit upon the right 
at laſt. ; : [ 4 /ide, 
All the ſoit things I've ſaid — 

Ph1i//. That a Knight of your Parts ought to ſay. 

Sir Timm. Then I have kneel'd and cry'd 

Phill. And dami'd your felt five hundred times 

Sir Tim. Yet till y'are impregnable F'IL make another Propofition to 
you, which is both reaſonable and modiſh——It it prove a Boy——<Fll Mar: 
ry you———the Devil's int, it that be not fair. | 

Ph1/l. You get no earneſt of me, Sir, and io farewel to you. [ Ex, Phillis. 

Enter Sham. 
Sir Tim. Oh Sham, 1 am all over fire, mad to enjoy ! I have done what Man 


and ſwnore——ando— 


can do (without doing what I wou'd do) and {till ſhe's Flint ; nothing will ' 


what ſhall I do? for thou know'ſt I cannor 


down with her but Matrimony 
Marry a Wife without a Fertune. 
Sham. Six, you know the old Cheat, hire a Lay Raſcal in a Canonical Habit, 


and put a falſe Marriage upon her, 


Sir Tim. Lord, that this ſhou'd not enter into my Coxcomb before! Haſte 
then and get one———Fl have it done immediately, wu ft I go after her to 


keep up my flame. [ Ex. Sir Tim. 
Sham. And I will fit you with a Parſon preſently. [Ex. 


The Scene a Street. 


| Enter Friendlove diſguis'd as before. 
Friend. I find Diana knows me nor, and this years abſence, fince I firſt made 
my- Addreſſes to her, has alter'd me much, or ſhe has loſt the remembrance of 
a Man, whom ſhe ever diſeſteem'd tilt in this Iucky dreſs; the price of her Fa- 
vour is Bellmour's lite; I need not have been brib'd tor thar, his breach of Faith 
both to my Siſter and my ſelf, enough incites me to Reven He has nor 
yer enjoy'd her, that bleſſing is reſerv'd for me alone; and tho' the Prieſt have 
Join'd 'em, that Marriage may be difannul'd, and ſhe. has a Fortune 1ufficient 
to excuſe her other taults. CD ate. 
Enter Bellmour ſad. | 
ſo near my Lodgings too 


Sir? 


>—— Hah! the Man I ſeek 
Bell. Sir! ; 
Friend. Traytor! thou know'ſt me, and my bus neſs. 
»——Look on this face, if thou dar'ſt look on him, whom thou haſt doubly 
wrong'd——and draw thy Sword. 
Bell. Thou ſhoud'ſt be E-1end!love, Brother to Celrnda, 
Friend. And Lover of. Diana too oh quickly draw, 
Or I ſhall leave thee, like a Coward, dead. 
Bell. No, rather like a Sacrifice, _. [Offers to embrace him, 
And thou ſhou'dſt be the Prieſt ſhoultoffer it;. * 
But that I have yet, 
For fome few moments, busneſs for my lite. 
Fiend. I can allow no time tor bus'neſs now. 


My injuries-are in haſte, and ſo am 1. 


Bell. 
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Bell. Should'ſt thou ſtab here, a thouſand gaping wounds, | 
Upon this falſe, this perjur'd heart of mine., | 
It wou'd not part with life, unleſs *twere laid 
Near to the Sacred Altar of my Vows. 
Lo at the feet of my fair injur'd Wite. 
Friend. Ha!——means he his Wife! | Aſide, 
Canſt thou repent thy injuries to her, 
And leave the reſt of all thy fins neglefted? 
Bell. Thoſe I have done to thee, tho? foul and barb'rous, . 
May plead the excule of torce but thoſe to her, 
Not thou, nor I, nor ſhe, or Heav'n can pardon. 
Friend. Heav'ns! | 
My Siſters wrongs, and mine, may plead excuſe, 
But thoſe to her alone can ne're be pardon'd. 
This place, Sir, is too open come with me, 
For I've defir'd, and now reſolve- to kill thee. 
Bell. And fo thou ſhale, defenceleſs, 1 will yield, 
And leave my boſom, open to thy Sword. 
But firſt conduct me to my Wite. 


For I will ſe her nor can I dye unpardon'd. 
Friend. See his Wite! of whom do you demand her? 
Bell. Of thee!——dar'ſt thou detain me? [Offers to go in; 
Friend. Death! how ſhou'd he know ſhe's here! [ A/ede. 
 ———»Htay, Sir, this way our bus'nels lies. | [Pulls him back. 
Bell. | ack not thine, but mine lies only this way. [Offers to goin again. 


Friend. By Heav'n you ſhall not enter here! 
I know thou lovelt her, 
And 'tis with reaſon thou deny'ſt an entrance 
To one ſo much,ynworthy to approach her. 
Friend. Yes, loveher, and dare own it too; 
And will defend her from one ſo baſe and treacherous. 
ell. Who dares deny thy Reaſons? * 
Friend. Sh'as made me take an Oath, to fight with thee. 
nd every wound, my lucky Sword ſhou'd make, 
e bad me ſay, was ſent thee from her hate. 
Bell. Oh I believe thee! prethee tell on, young man, 
hat I may dye without the aid of wounds. | 
Friend. To break thy heart, know then, ſhe loves another. 
And has took back the Vows ſhe made to thee, 
And given 'em to a Man more worthy of 'em. 
Bell. Alas! ] credit thee yet——then by Heav'n ſhe's falſe! 
And I will know, why *tis ſhe is thus perjurd. [ Offers to go. 
Nay now nor Heav'n, nor Hell, ſhall hinder me. 
Stand off, or to the number I'll add one fin more, 
And make my paſſage to her through thy heart. 
Friend. And ſo you ſhall, Sir. [ They fight, Bellmour d:ſarms 
——Diſam'd! by Heav'n you ſhall not fo —_ Friend. and runs = 
. 2 


A Rage that is too juſt here to give o're. 
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The Scence changes to the inſide of Friendlove's Lodgings. 


Enter Celinda, as before, met by Nurſe. 

Nur. Oh Madam, here's Mr. Be//mour, he has wounded my young Maſter, 
who deny*d him entrance, and is come into the houſe, and all in Rage de- 
mands his Wife. | 

Cz]. Oh Heav'n! Demands his Wite! Is that ſad Curſe 
Added to all the reſt——does he then love her? 
| Enter Bellmour with two Swords. 

Nur. Whether do you preſs, Sir? And what's your buſineſs? 

Bell. To ſee my Wife, my Wife, Impertinence, 
And muſt I meet with nought but oppoſition? 

Cel. Let him come in. 

Nur. Marry he lets himſelf in, I thank him. 

Cel. What Man art thou thus cover'd o're with horror! 

Beli, One ſent from Hell, to puniſh Perjury ! 
=—— here's this perfidious Fair ? This bluſhleſs Maid! 
That has by my example broke her Vows! 

A Precedent that Fiends wou'd ſhame to follow. 
Ce1. Who is't you mean, Sir? | 
Bell. A thing that has no name, ſhe is ſo bad! 
One who ſo lately gave her lf to me, 
And now is flown into anothers Arms. 
One that attacks my life, for the ſame fins, 
Which ſhe her {elf commits ———and thinks to live too. 
— —Yet ſtill ſhe is my Wife, whom I have injurd: 
Till when, ſhe was a Saint come lead me to her. 


[ Puſhes her roughly away, 


Tho' ſhe be falſe as I, yet Ill forgive it. [ Thrggos by the Swords. 
Cel. Heav'ns! He repents his Cruelty to her, A | 

And never mentions me! Ah then *tis time to die. | 

And that I may be ſure of death [ Alde. 


Well, Sir, I will conduCt this happy Lady to you. 
Bell. Gods! Happy! Whilit I am wretched. -  TEx Cal 
Oh what an Ague chills my ſhivering Limbs,” Fs 
Turns my hot rage, to ſofteſt love, and ſhame, 
Were I not here to die here at her feer, 
I wou'd not ſtand the ſhock of her Reproaches. - 
But yet ſhe need not ſpeak, a look's ſufficient 
To call up all my fins to my undoing 
She comes———Uh O Heay'n! She comes 
Enter Celinda and Diana. 
Like penitent CriminMfs thus with my Eyes declin'd, 
I bow my head, for the laſt ſad blow. [ Stands bow'd, 
Cel. Sir, in obedience to your Commands, 
Pve brought the Lady. 
D:a. How! The perftidious Be/lmour ! 


The 
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The only Obje&t of my hate and ſcorn. 
Bell. Say on, my angry Deity 
Whil'{t I thus trembling hear my fatal doom, 
Like Sinners, conſcious, ne're to be forgiven, 
I dare not lift my. guilty Eyes towards Heaven. 
Cel. Can TI hear this? and yet retain my life! 
Dia. Had I but two days lince beheld this Youth 
Thus proſtrate at my feet, I ſhou'd have thought 
My ſelf more bleſt, 
Than to have been that Deity he calls me. 
Enter Friendlove. 
Friend. Defend me! The Traytor here! And at Dzand's feet, 
The fitteſt Altar for my Sacrifice ? - | 
Turn, turn, from what thou loveſt, and meet my Juſtice! 
Cel. Oh hold, my deareſt Brother ! [ Bellmour 71/es,and Turns about, 
Bell. Nay, now I'm ready for the welcome Sword, 
Since my Ce/rnda's falle, and cannot pardon. 
Cel. Oh do not dye with that prophane opinion. 
Celinda falſe! Or cannot pardon thee! 
Da. Stay, generous Sir, my pity has forgiven him. % 
Bell. Thou! Why who art thou Diana! 
Dza. Yes, that D:ana, 
Whom, mauegre all the Penitence thou ſhew' ſt, 
Can ſcarce forgive the injuries thou'ſt done her. 
Bell. I thew a Penitence for injuring thee! 
By Heav'n, I never cou'd do one, or other ; 
All that I am is the divine Ce/:nda's. 
Friend, He's ſtark mad! [ A/ide. 
Bell. But fince ſhe cannot pardon, I can die. [ Offers to fall on his Sword. 
Cel. Canſt thou not credit me! She pardons thee; : 
Live and enjoy Dana. [ Turns her face from him. 
Bell. What art thou? who know'ſt her heart ſo well! 
Art thou my Rival? The bleſſed Youth to whom 
She has given her Vows? live————and enjoy Diana! 
——Yes yes thou art my Rival, and P11 kill thee. 
Cel, Do, whilſt I meet thy Sword. LOpyas her Arms, Dia. ſtays him, 
- be lets fallhis Smord, and gazes, 
Bell. Dull dull Adorer! Not to know my Saint. 
Oh how have I prophan'd? To what ſtrange Idol 
Was that I kneel'd?> 
Miſtaking it for a Divinity ! 
Cel. To your fair Wite Dana! 
Bell. Oh cruel. Maid ! 
Has Heav'n defign'd me any but Celinda ! 
Dia. Maid! Bleſs me! did I then love a Woman! 
I am plea&'d thou ſhould'ſt renounce me, make it good, 
And It me free from Fetters which I hate. 


+» [Kneels, 


Bell. 
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Bell. Tf all our Laws can do't I will=—tor here 
Ends all my claim. S [ To Cel. 
Friend. Was this the Wife you did demand of me? 
Bell. Yes, 1 had no other. 
Dza. Fair Maid! Forgive me all my ſhameful Paſſion ! 
And charge my fault upon your Beauty only. 
Cel, Excellent Creature! I thou'd ſue for rhat 
Which my deceit will never make me hope. 
 _ Bell. And arr thou true to Love, and all thy Vous? 
VEhiPt I to fave my Fortune, 
(That only which cou'd make me merit thee) 
Gave my unwilling hand to this fair Noble Maid. 
Ah Friendlove, when thou heart my Story told, 
Thou wilt forgive, and pity me. 
D:2. What was't you ſaid, Sir? Er:endlove ! 
Friend, Yes, Madam, I hope the name can make no diff rence : 
Or hate thar itill, ſo yon love the Man. 
D:a. Tho' I'm again defeated, yet this laſt 
Proves leaſt offenfive, nor ſhall an empry word. 
Alter my 6x'd Reſolves, to love you till. 
Friend. Then I am bleſt! 
Bell. But yet the Office of the Prieſt has palt. 
What remedy for that? | 
Dia. My Uncle's Pow'r, the neatneſs of our Blood, 
The contradiCtion of our circumſtances. : 
Bell. And above all that, my Contratt with Ce/nda. 
Methinks I feel a joy ſpread o're my heart, 
The bleſſed omen of approaching happinels. 
Cel. I do believe thee ; for by ſympathy, h 
Mine takes new fire and hope. OY 
Dia. I have already writ to my Uncle, and the Mefſenger affur'd me, he 
would gratifie my defires; that done, I will be yours. { T9 Friendloye. 
Bell. But why thus dreſt? it might have led my Rage 
Full of deſpair, and jealoufie, ro have hurt thee. _ 
Cel. Sir, when the Letter came of your being Marrned, 
I will not tell you all the effeQs it had 
Upon my deſperate Soul . 
But this I know, F had reſoly'd to dye. : 
But firſt to ſee you, your Page inform'd rhe Nurſe, 
All that had paſt, and of the laſt Night's Ball; 
And much concern'd, ſhe got this Habit tor me, 
And inform'd me how *twas I was to Act. 
And that my Brother (deſcribing of his dreſs) was gone belore z 
This made me haſte, leſt e're I came, 
His Rage had done the bus'nefs which it went for. 
: Friend. And 1o it had, had'ſt thou not hinder'd me; 


For I, Sir, was the Man, who drew on you. ; Bell 
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Bell. And was it thou that did'{t defend my heart, | 
That I might live to pay thy goodints back? 
Bel. It was to ſave your lite, and to expole my own. 
Dia. Come. let's in, and conſuit what's beſt for us to do. 
Bell. Come my Celinda, 
Let us no longer doubt, the Pow'rs above 
Will be propitious to Lnited Love. [ Ex, Cel. 
| Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Plorwel is at the door in his Coach. 
Dia. My Uncle come! Sir, we will not doubt our Fortune. 
But how came he to know of my being here? 
Serv. Madam, I tear he follow'd me, after I had given him the Letter, 
Enter Lord Plorwel, Charles, Truſty. 

Lord. Bellmour and Diana kneeling! | Bellmour and Diana &4neels, 

Riſe, the Joy I have to ſee you thus, makes me - 

Reſolve to grant you any thing, and pardon all that's paſt. 
Bell. Be not 1o haſty in your goodneſs, Sir, 

Leſt you repent as faſt. 

Da. Sir,. we have an humble Suit to you. 
Lord. What is it ye can jointly ask, I will not grant ? 
Dza. By all that Love, you ever had for me, 

By all thoſe Infant Charms, which us'd to pleaſe you, 

When on your Lap you taught my Tongue that Art 

Which made thoſe dear impreſſions on your Heart, 

Which ever fince to my advantage grew, 

{ do conjure you hear me now I ſue, 

And grant the mighty*'Grace I beg of you. 

Lord. What is it you wou'd ask? 
Bell. Oh dreſs your Face and Eyes in gentler Looks, 
youy wou'd have us hope for any mercy. 

* Lozxd. Riſe, and whate're you ask, Ill freely grant. 
Dig That you'll undo that knot, that ties us two. 
Lord. How! this Requeſt from thee! Wholov'd him once, 

And wifh'd no good beyond poſſeſſing him. 

Dza. Heav'n has not, Sir, decreed us for each other. 

Something of Fate or Chance 

Has otherwiſe diſpos'd thoſe firſt Reſolves. 

Lord. Too virtuous Maid, I know thou do'ſt but feign, 

His wickedneſs has forc'd thee to this change. 

D:a. No, Sir, were he the only Man 

Of kind and.good, I never wou'd be his. 

And if you ſhou'd compel me, I ſhou'd live 

The infamous Reproach of my whole Sex. 

Lord. Well, and you Sir, that are the cauſe of this, 

What canſt thou ſay to move me for thy Pardon ? 

Bell. L am fo guilty in your opinion, - 
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My Prayers wou'd but make yours mercileſs; 
I only ſay Ce/inda is my Wite, 

| And I ſhou'd injure this too generous Maid, 
Nor to adore her equal to her merit. 

Lord. 1 ſee, Sir, you have found your Wits again. 
—— Well, I ſe there's no oppoſing Deſtiny, 

And I have ſtill ſuch tenderneſs for thee, * [ To Diana, 
That had'ſt thou pleaded this Cauſe to me before, 
I ſhou'd have been leſs cruel to him. 
Where is that Lady which you ſo admire, 
Whoſe beauty does eclipſe that of Drana? 
Bellmour goes out, and brings in Celinda. 

Dz2. This, Sir, is ſhe, who merits more than I. 

Lord. She's fair indeed; here Frank, s 
I give thee thy Ce/:7da, whoſe Beauty 
Excuſes all thy faults of Diſobedience. 

Bell. Thus low, I thank you for this goodneſs, Sir. - | Kneels. 

Lord. There only wants the Ceremony of the Law to undo what's between 
you and D:9na, if ſhe remain a Virgin. o- 

Bell. For me, by Heav'n ſhe is, 

And for the reſt I do not doubt her Virtue. - 

Dia. You may believe him, Sir ; and this alone's the Man in whom I will, 
or never will be happy. | 

Lord. Mr. Friendlove, 1 gave conſent to't, he has a Noble CharaQer, and 
what he wants in Fortune, has in Virtue take her young Mar. 

Friend. *Tis ſuch an Honour, Sir, that (my Gratitude) without the mighty 
Paſſion I have for her, would make me ever thankful. » 

Lord. This Term, we ſhall make the former Marriage void, till then love 
on, and fear no Frowns from Fortune but Nephew now I hope 
your Brother ſhall have his Portion. 

Bell. My deareſt Char/es, forgive me all that's paſt, \ 
And ſhare the Fortune, Heaven has given thy Brother. 

Char. The joy I have, Sir, to be undeciev'd, is much the greateſt Bling 
Heav'n can ſend me. | : 

Enter Sir Timothy. fo/low'd by Phillis, Sham, Sharp, ard Betty Flauntit. 

Sir Tim. 1 am purſu'd by two impertinent Women, prethee Friendlove, tell 
*em I am gone out at the Back-door, and ſend 'em away. 

Lord. Whar's the News here ? | 

Sir Tim. How Celinda here, and Bellmour too! Nay, now wou'd I compound 


for my Life. at any rate, by Fortune. | 

Ph:/. Sir, this Villain here has abus'd me, and with a falſe Marriage has 
rob'd me of my Honour. x 

Bell. How ! 

Sr Tim. My Lord, i fay this young Jilt wou'd rob me of my ſelf; and court- 
ing her, and enjoying her only for a Miſs, would perſwade me I am Married 
to her. 


Flaunt. Sir, I ſay, I am doubly wrong'd; firſt by this falſe Knight, who 
\ has 
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right to him, as g 
as if I-were Married to him; who has now unlawfully left my Bed, for that 
of this Gillflurt, who, on.the other fide, takes away my Knight, and conſequent- 

ly eats the bread out of my mouth, | : | 

- Bell. What means all this? Fe 
Speak ſome of ye that know. a= 
#/aunt. Oh Lord! Who's here? The fine Squire. - | [A/ide. 
Truft. Sir Timothy Towdrey, Sir, is Married to Mrs. Phillis, 
Sir Tim. How can that be a Marriage, when he who Jjoin'd us, was but a 
| hired Fellow, dreſit like a Parſon? | | 
' Truft. Sir, *twas Parſon Tick/e-text, that Marry'd *em. 
Sir Tim. Oh what a damn'd lying Pimp is this!----Sham, didſt not thou hire 


a Fellow, (becauſe I was damnably in Love, and in haſte) to Marry us, that . 


was no Parſon ? | 
Sham, Why truly Sir I did go to hire ſuch an one——_ 
Sir Tim. Look ye there now. 
-.- Sham. But cou'd meet with none; and becauſe you ſaid you ſhou'd die if 


wm = enjoy*d her not preſently, and that ſhe wou'd not yield on any other terms, 


ut thoſe of Marriage. I e'ne brought the Parſon that T7#/ty had provided for 


YOu. 
" Sir Tim. Oh Villaiyto betray me! And for no Reward! 


Tr#ft. Yes. indeed, Sir, the 400 Guineys you left hehind my young Miſtreſ: IM. 


ſes Looking-glaſs fell to his ſhare. 
-... Sir Tim. What's my my gone! And,I am Marry'd too! 
This *tis not to uſe to go to Church; for then I might have chanc'd to know. 
the Parſon. | SE” 
Bell. Death you Dog! You deſerve to die, for your baſe deſigns upon a 
how durſt you, Siſter, without my leave, Marry 


\ that Raſcal? . : 
Phil... Sir, you deny'd me my Portion, and my Uncle defign'd to turn me 
out of doors, and in my Deſpairs, I accepted of him: 
Flaunt. Married! And to a Wite of no Fortune! That's the worſt part on't 
_ what ſhall I do? 

: AE E_ this lewd Fool, and PII make thee-a Fortune ſutable to thy 
uality. _ | 
s S > Ti Say you 10? 
rit her: and as for Lewdneſs, I name no body, Bellmour but only ſome 
have the Art of hiding it better than I but tor Whoring, Drinking, Di- 
cing, and all the deadly ins that —_— depend, I thank my ſtars, I come 
ſhort of you: And fince you ſay, I ſhall not have your Siſter, by Fortune, EF 
5 have your Siſter, and love your Siſter, and lye with your Siſter, in ſpite 

of you. 

\ Lord. Well, Sr Timothy, ſince my Neece has done amiſs, *tis too late to mend 
it and that you may not repent, I'll take care her Fortune ſhall be ſu- 
table to the Jointure you'll make her. | 

Bell, With this Proviſo that you make no Settlement ro Miſſes, $7 Timo- 


thy=——] am not fo unreaſonable to ot you up from all of that wy no 
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For. that were to Tpoil a faſhionable Husband, and fo put you auite out 'of | 


Fopp-Road. | | 
. Lord. This day well ſet apart for mirth, 
And all muſt make my houſe their happy home. 
Bell. To. thee, Ce/inda, all my good 1 owe, | | 
My Life, my Fortune, and my Honour too, SE] 
Since all had periſh'd by a broken Vow. | | 
Flaunt. What am I like to. loſe my Timmy? Canſt thou have the heart to 
' leave 'me for ever? I who have been true and conſtant to you. X 
Sir Tm. Alas! now I muſt melt again, by Fortune=—thou art a Fool, do'ſi 
think I wou'd have had her, but for her Fortune; which ſhall only ſerve to 
make thee out-flaunt all the Cracks in Town——<go———ho home and expe& © 
me, thout have me all to thy ſelf within this day or two. 


—— 


Since Marriage but a larger Licenſe is 
For every Fopp of Mode to Reep a Miſs. 


| Spoken by Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 


Ir Timothy, Gallants, at laſt is come 
To know his Sentence, and recerog his Doom, 
But pray before you are reſolo'd to be 
Severe, look on your ſelves, and-then on me ; 
Obſerve me well, T am a Man of Show, 
Of'Noiſe, and Nonſenſe, as are moſt of you. 
Tho all of you don't ſhare with me in Title, 
In Charatter you differ very little. 
| Tell me in what you find a difference ? 
- It may be you will ſay, youre Men of Senſe, 
But Fatth—— 
Were one of you ol) Stage, and I 7th Pit, 
He might be thought the Eopp, and I the Wit. 
On equal Grounds youll ſcarce know one from tother ; 
IWe are as like, as Brother ts to Brother. 
To judge againſt me then wou'd be ill Nature, 
For Men are kind to thoſe they're like in Feature. 
For Fudges therefore I accept you all, 
BD . By you, San Timothy wil! fland or fall. 
p. He's too farnt-bearted that his Sentence fears, 
Who bas the Honour 10 be try'd bys Peers. 


Written by Mr. E. R. 
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Bn TE Hiſtory of Polybius the Mogalopolitan ; containing a General Account of the TranſaQtions: E923] 


bs of the whole World, bur principally of the Roxran People, during the Firſt and Second Pu : 
| nick Wars. Tranſlated by Sir Hemy Sheers, and Mr. Dryden. In Three Volumes : The Third 
| gp Volume never hefore Printed. - L% ww 
* An Italian Voyage, or a compleat Journey thro" Italy. In Two Parts, With the Charatter of 
the People, and Deſcription of the chiet Towns, Chyrcies, Moneſteries, Tombs, Libraries, Pa- 
laces,” Villa's, Gardens, Pifures, Statues and Anciquities ; as alfo, of the Intercſt, Government, 
Riches, Force, gc. of all the Princes; with Inſtrudtions concerning Travel. By Richard Laſſe, | 
Gent. The Second Edition. With large Additions, by a Modern Hand. + 5 
* Familias Letters: Written by Fohn late Rarl of Roohefter, to. che honourable Xenry $4vile, Eſq; 3 
- .and other Perſons of Quality : With LZove-letters, written by the late Ingenious Mr. 7h9. Otway, Sir pet 
George Etheridge, and the lare Duke of Buckingham. Price 5 5. 5 
A Mathematical Companion, or the Deſcription and Uſe ot a new Sliding Rule, by which many af 
Uſetul and Neceſſary Queſtions in- Arichmerick, Military Orders, Intereſts, Trigonometry, Plano- bo OT | 
metry, Sterenometry, Geography, Aſtronomy, Navigation, Forrification,. Gunnery, Dyalling, may © + + 
be ſpeedily refolyed withour the Help of Pen or Compaſies. By William Aunt, Philomath. 
A Diſcourſe: upon the Nature and Faculties of Man, .im ſeveral Eflays : Wich tome Conſidera- 
tion on the Occurrences of Human Lite. By Tim. Nourſe, Gent. 
Ovid Traveſtie; or, a Burleſque on Ovid's Epiſtles, * By Captain Alexander Radcliff. 
The Novels, dc. of the late Ingenious Mrs. B-hn, efted into one Vol. viz. Oro5noko, - or the 
[| Royal Slave. * Fair Jilr, or Prince Zarquin, Agnes-de Caſtro; or the Force of Generous Love. The 
H + - Lovers Watch, or the Art of Love. The Ladies Looking-glais. ” The Lucky Miſtake. The Hiſto- 
'l ry of the Nun, or fair Vow-breaker. | Et Og: 
bp: Refleftions upon Ancient and Modern Learning. By William Wotton, B. D. Chaplain to the Righe 
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[- - Honoutable the Earl of Nottingham. - The Second Edition, with large Additions. With a Diſſerta- _ -; © 
tion upon the Epiſtles of Phalaris, Themiſtocles, Socrates, Euripides, Sc. and Zjop's Fables. By Dr. 4 
Bentley. A, . . DES 


The Family Phyſician; being a choice Colle&ion of approved and experienc'd Remedies, to cure. 
all Diſeaſes incident ro Human Bodies, uſeful in Families, and ſerviceable -ro Country People. B 
: re P Fi 
: George Hartman Chymiſt, Servant to Sir Kenelm Digby till he died. wy bo 2 
A General Treartiſe of the Diſeaſes of Infants and Children, collefted from the moſt Eminenr NL 
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